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THE ESSAYS OF ELIA. 



THE SOUTH-SEA HOUSE. 

BuDXB, ia thj passage from the Bank — where thon 
hast been roceiving thy half-yearlj dividenda (snppoang 
thoa art a lean ominitant like myself) — to the Flower 
Pot, to secure a place tor Dalston, or Shacklewell, or 
soma other sabnrban retreat northerly, didst thoo never 
observe a melancholy-looking, handsome, brick-and-stone 
edi&ce, to the left^where Threadneedle Street abuts 
npon Bishopsgatet I dare say tbon hast often a<1- 
inirod its magnificent portals ever gaping wide and dis- 
closing to view a grave ooart, with cloisters, and pillars, 
with few or no trace* of goers-in or comers-ont — a deso- 
lation something like Balclatha's.' 

This was once a Loase of trade — a centre of hnsy in- 
terests. The throng o( merchants was here — the qnick 
pulse of gain — and here some forms of business are still 
kept np, though the soul be long since fled. Here are 
still to be seen stately porticoes ; imposing staircases, 
offices roomy as the state apartments in palaces — desert- 
ed, or thinly peopled with a few straggling clerks ; the 
still more sacred interiors of court and committee-rooms, 

1 1 pasasd by tho walla of Bslclutha, and they wera dMolato. 
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with Tcnerable faces of beadles, door-teepers— direc- 
tors seated in form on aolemn days (to proclaim a dead 
dividend), at long, worm-eaten tables, that have been 
mahogany, with tarnished gilt-leather coverings, sap- 
porting mass; silver inkstands long since dry; the oaken 
w^scots hnng with pictures of deceased governors and 
snb-govemora, of Qneen Anne, and the two first mon- 
archs of the Branswiok dynasty; huge charts, which 
snbseqneut discoveries have antiqoated ; dnsty maps of 
Mexico, dim as dreams, and soDndiogs of the Bay of 
Panama I The long passages hnng with buckets, append- 
ed, in idle row, to walls, whose sahstance might defy 
any, short of the last, oonflagratioD : with vast ranges of 
cellarage imder all, where dollars and pieces-of-eight 
once li^, an " onsnniied heap," for Mammon to have 
solaced his sulitary heart withal, long since dissipated, 
or scattered into air at the blast of the breaking of that 
famous BnBBLK. — 

Such u the Sottth-Sea Hotisb. At least, such it was 
forty years (^, when I knew it, a magnificent relic 1 
What alteratioiiB may have been made in it since, I hare 
had no opportnnitieB of veri^ing. Time, I take for grant- 
ed, has not freshened it. No wind baa resuscitated the 
face of the sleeping waters. A thicker crast by this 
time stagnates apon it. The moths, that were then bat- 
tening upon its obsolete ledgers and day-books, have 
rested ^m their depredations, bnt other light genera- 
tions have sncoeeded, making fine fretwork among their 
nngle and dooble entries. Layers of dust have accumu- 
lated (a snperfetation of dirt I) upon the old layers, that 
seldom nsed to be disturbed, save by some curious finger, 
now aad tben, inqnisitive to explore the mode of book- 
keeping in Queen Anne's reogn ; or, with lees hallowed 
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ourio^tj, seeking to nnveil some of the myeteriee of that 
tremendons hoax, whose extent the petty -peonlatora of 
OTU* dsf' look baok upon with the same ezpresaion of 
inofodQlanB admiration, and bopelesa ambition of rivalry, 
as would become the pony face of modern conspiraoy 
oontemplating the Titan size of Vanz's snperhnman plot. 

Feaoe to the manes of the Bitbble ! Silence and des- 
titntion are upon thy walls, prond honae, for t, memo- 
rial! 

Sitnated as thon art, in the very heart of stirring and 
living commeroe, amid the fret and fever of speculation 
— with the Bank, and the 'Change, and the India-hoDse 
about thee, in the heyday of present prosperity, with 
their important faces, as it were, insnltii^ thee, their jxwr 
ntigl^wr out tffbtuweM — to the idle and merely oontem- 
plalJve, to snoh as me, old honse I there is a oliarm in 
thy quiet : a. cessation — a coolness from bosineaa — an in- 
dolenoe almost cloistral — which is delightM ! With 
what reverence have I paced thy groat bare rooms and 
courts at eventide! They spoke of the past : the shade 
of some dead acoonntant, with visionary pen' Jn ear, 
vonid flit by me, stiff as in life. Living aoooouts and ac- 
oonntants pnzzle me. I have no skill in fignring, Bnt thy 
great dead tomes, which scarce three d^eneratederksof 
the present day oonld lift from their enshrining shelves — 
with their old fantastic flonrishes and decorative mbric 
interlaoings, their sums in triple oolamnlalionB, set 
down with form^ superfloity of ciphers, with pions 
sentences at the b^inning, without which onr religions 
ancestors never ventured to open a hook of business or 
bill of lading ; the costly vellum covers of some of them 
almost persuading us that we are got into some letter 
library — are very agreeable and edifying spootaolea. I 
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ean look opon these d^nct dragons with complacGncj-. 
Thy heavy, odd-Bliaped, iTory-handled penknives (oar 
anoestera bad everything on a lurger scale than wo haTe 
hearts for) are as good aa anything from Hercnlanenm. 
The ponnae-boxes of oar days have gone retrograde. 

The very clerks which I remember iik the Bonth-Sea 
Honse — I speak of forty years back— had an air very 
difierent from thOBe in the pnhlie ofBoea that I have hod 
to do with since. They partook of the genius of the 
place! 

They were mostly (for the establishment iii not ad- 
mit of snporflaoiu salaries) bachelors. Generally (for 
they had not mnch to do) persona of a cnrions and spec- 
nlative torn of mind. Old-fashioned, for a reason men- 
tioned before. Hnmorista, for they were of all descrip- 
tions ; and, n^t having been brongjit together in early 
life (which has a tendenoy to assimilate the membera of 
corporate bodies to each other), bat, for the most part, 
placed in this honse in ripe or middle age, they neces- 
sarUy carried into it their separate habits and oddities, 
nnqualified, if I may so speak, aa into a common stock. 
Hence they formed a sort of Noah's ark. Odd fishes. 
A lay monastery. Domestic retainers in a great honse, 
kept more for show than nse. Yet pleasant fellows, fiill 
of chat— and not a few among them had arrived at con- 
siderable proficiency on the German Ante. 

The cashier at that time was one Evans, a Oambro- 
Briton. He had something of the choleric compleiion 
of his oonntrymen stamped on his visage, bat was a 
worthy, sensible man at bottom. He wore hia hair, to 
the last, powdered and frizzed out, In the fashion which 
I remember to have seen in earicatnres of what were 
termed, in my yonng days, Maetwonu. He was the last 
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of tb&t race of beaux. Helanohoty aa a ^boat over 
his coouter all the forenoon, I think I see him, making 
np his cash (as they call it) with tremnlons fingers, 'as if 
he feared everj one about him was a de&nlter; in his 
hvpoohondrj readj to imagine himself one ; haunted, at 
least, \Tith the idea of the posaibilitj of hit baoomiiig 
one ; his tristful visage clearing ap a little over his roast 
neck of veal at Anderton'a at two (where his piotare 
Btill hangs, taken' a little before his death hj desire of the 
master of the coffee-honse, which he had frequented for 
the last five-aud-twenty years), bnt not attaining the 
meridian of its animation till evening brought on tlio 
hoar of tea and visiting. The simnltaneons sonnd of his 
well-known rap at the door with the stroke of the clock 
announcing six, was a topic of never-failing mirth in the 
families which this dear old bachelor gladdened with bis 
presence. Then was hit forte, his glorified hourl How 
wonld he chirp, and expand, over a muffin I How wonid 
he dilate into secret history 1 His conntryman, Pennant 
himself, in partioidar, coold not be more eloquent than 
he in relation to old and new London — the site of old 
theatres, obnrohes, streets gone to decay — where Rosa- 
mond's Pond stood— the Mnlberry Gardens— and the 
Conduit in Cheap- with many a pleasant anecdote, de- 
rived from paternal tradition, of those grotesque figures 
which Hogarth has immortalized in his piotnre of Noon — 
the worthy desoendants of thoae heroic confessors, who, 
flying to this country, from the wrath of Louis XIY. and 
his dragoons, kept alive the flame of pore religion in the 
sheltering obscurities of Hog Lane, and the vicinity of 
the Seven Dials I 

Deputy, under Evans, was Thomas Tame. Ke had 
the ftir and stoop of a nobleman. You wonId have 



10 THB B8SATS OF ELLA. 

t^en him for one, had yon met him in one of the pas- 
sages leading to WestminBter HalL Bj atoop, I mean that 
gentle bending of the bod^ forward, which, in great 
men, must be sappoied to be the effect of an habitnal 
oondeBoending attention to the applications of their in- 
feriors. While he held f on in oonTerse, jou felt strained 
to the height in the colloquy. The oonferonoe over, yon 
were at leianre to amile at the oomparatire inaignifioanco 
of the pretensiona which had jnst awed yon. His intel- 
lect was of the shallowest order. It did not reach to a 
saw or a proverb. His mind was in its origioal state of 
white paper. A sncUng babe might have posed him. 
What was it, then? Woaherich? Alas I no. Thomas 
Tame was very poor. Both he and his wife looked ont- 
vordlj gentlefolks, when I fear oil was not well at all 
times within. She had a neat, meagre person, which it 
was evident she had not sinned in over-pampering ; but 
in its veins was noble blood. Bhe traced her descent, by 
Bome labyrinth of relationship, which I never thoroagbly 
understood — much less con explain with any heraldic 
certainty at this time of day — to the illastrions bat an- 
fortnnate house of Der went water. This was the secret 
of Thomas's stoop. This was the thought — the senti- 
ment— the bright, soUtoTT star of jonr Uves— ye mild and 
happy pair — which cheered yon in the night of intellect, 
and in the obsonrity of your station 1 This was to yon 
instead of ricbea, instead of rank, instead of glittering 
attainments : and it was worth them all together. Yon 
insnlted none with it ; bat, while yon wore it as a piece 
of defensive armor only, no insntt likewise oonld reach 
yon through it. J)eeiu et lolamen. 

Of quite another stamp was the then accountant, John 
Tipp. He neither pretended to high blood, nor, in good 
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trntfa, oared one fig abont the matter. He "tbonght an 
aoooontant the greatest charaoter jn the world, and him- 
Bslf l^e greatest aoconntont in.it." Yet John was not 
without hia hobbj. The fiddle relieved hia vacant boors. 
He aang, certainly, with other notes than to the Orphean 
lyre. He did, indeed, Boream and scrape moat abomi- 
nablj. His fine enite of official rooms in Tbreadneedle 
Street, which, withont anything very substantial ap- 
pended to tbera, were enough to enlarge a man's notiooa 
of*himaelf that lived in them (t know not who is the 
occupier of them now), resoonded fortnightly to the 
notes of a concert of " sweet breasts," as our ancestors 
would have called them, onlled from dnb-rooms and or- 
chestras — cborQ»singers — first and second violoncellos — 
double basses — and clarionets — who ate his cold mattou, 
and drank his ponob, and praised his ear. He sate like 
Lord Kidas among them. But at tiie desk Tipp was 
quit« another sort of creatnre. Thence all ideas, that 
were parely ornamental, were banbbed. Yon oonld not 
speak of anytbing romantio without rebuke. Politics 
were ezolnded. A newspaper was thought too refined 
and abstracted. The whole doty of man consisted in 
writing off dividend warrants. The striking of the an- 
noal baianoe in the company's books (which, perhaps, 
differed from the balnuoe of lost year in the snm of £2S 
1*. 6d.) occupied bis days and nights for a month previ- 
ous. Not that Tipp waa blind to the deadness of things 
(as they call them in the city) in his beloved bonse, or 
did not sigh for a return of the old stirring days when 
Sonth-Sea hopes were young — (he was indeed equal to 
the' wielding of any the most intricate accounts of the 
most floDirisbing company in these or those days) — but 
to a genuine acconutant the difference of prooeeda is as 
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nothing. The fractional fiirUiiDg is as dear to his heart 
aa the thonaands which stand before it. He ia the trne 
actor, who, whether hia part be a prince or a peasant, 
most act it with like inteoait;. With Tipp form was 
OTerytbing. His life waa formal. His actiona seemed 
ruled with a roler. Hie pen waa not leas erring than his 
heart. He mode the best ezecntor ia the world ; he was 
plagaed with incessant oxeoutorships aooordingly, which 
ezoitod bis spleen and soothed his vanitj in eqiial ratios. 
He woold swear (for Tipp swore) at the little orphans, 
whose rights he would guard with a tenaci^ like the 
grasp of the dying hand, that commended their interests 
to hi^ prot«otion. With all tlua there was abont him a 
iort of timidity — (his few enemiei used to give it a worse 
name)-Hi something which, in reference to the dead, we 
will place, if yon please, a little on this side of the he- 
roic. Katnre certainly had been pleased to endow John 
Tipp with a snffioient measnre of the principle of self* 
preaerration. There is a cowardice which we do not 
despise, becanae it has nothing base or treaoherons in it< 
elements ; it betrays Itself, not you : it is mere tempera- 
ment; the absence of the romantic and the enterprising; 
it sees a lion in the way, and will not, with For^bras, 
"greatly find qnarrel in a straw," when some snpposed 
honor is at stake. Tipp never mounted the bos of a 
stage-ooaoh in his life; or leaned agunst the ruls of a 
baloony; or walked npon the ridge of a pan^tet; or 
looked down a precipice ; or lot off a gnu ; or went npon 
a wat6r-part.y ; or would willingly let yon go, if be ooold 
have helped it; neither was it recorded of him that, for 
Incre, or for intimidation, he ever forsook friend or 
principle. 

Whom next shall we summon ttota the daaty dead, in 
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vhom oommon qnalitiea become uncommon t Oaa I for- 
get thee, Henry Man, tho wit, the poliabed mim of let- 
ters, the anther, of the Sonth-Sea Honaei wlio never 
entaredst thy office in a morning, or qoittedst it in 
mid-day — (what didgt thoa in an office I) — without some 
qnirk that left a sting I Thy gibes and thy jokes are now 
eztinot, or snrvire bnt in two forgotten volamea, which 
I had the good f ortnne to reacae from a rtall in Barbioan, 
not three days ago, and foond thee terse, freah, epigrom- 
matio, as alire. Thy wit is a little gone by in these fas- 
tidious days — thy topics are staled by the "new-born 
gsads" of the time; bntgreatthonnaedattobeinPnblio 
Ledgers, and in Ohronides, npon Ohatham, aod^hel- 
bume, aad Rockingham, and Howe, and Bnrgoyne, and 
Clinton, and the war which ended in the tearing from 
Great Britain her rebellioos colonies — and Keppel, and 
Wilkes, and Sawbridge, aod Boll, and Banning, and 
Pratt, and Richmond — and sach small politics. — 

A little less facetions, and a great deal more obitrep- 
eroos, was fine, rattling, rattle-headed Plamer. He waa 
descended — not in a right line, reader (for bis lineal pre- 
tensions, like hia personal, favored a little of the sinister 
bend) — from the Flumers of Hertfordshire. So tradition 
gave him oat; and oertua family features not a little 
sanctioned the opinion. Certainly old Walter Plomer 
(his repnted author) had been a rake in Ms days, and 
visited mnch in Italy, and had seen the world. He was 
nnole, bachelor-uncle, to the Sna old Whig still living, 
who has represented the county In so many saocessive 
Parliaments, and has a fine old mansion near Ware. 
Walter fionrished iu George the Second's days, and waa 
the same who waa sammoned before the Honse of Com- 
mons about a basiness of franks, with the old Ducheaa 
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of UBriboroDgh. Ton may read of it in Johnson's " Life 
of Oave." Gave oame off olever]? in that bnainesi. It 
is certun oar Flnmer did nothing to diaooonteimnce the 
romor. He rather seemed pleased whenever it was, with 
all gentleness insinaated. Bat, besides his family preten- 
uom, Flamer waa an engaging fellow, and sang glori- 
onaly. — 

Not so Bwaetljr sang Flumer as thon sangest, mild, 

childlike, pastoral U ; a flute's breathing leas divine- 

Ij whispering than thj Aroadian melodies, when, in 
tones worthy of Arden, fhoirdidatohant that song anng 
by Amiens to tlie banished dnke, which prookims the 
winftr wind more lenient than for a man to be nngrate- 

ftil. Thy aire waa old aorly H , the nnapproaciiable 

obnrchwarden of Biahopsgate. He know not what he 
did, when he begat thee, like spring, gentle ofispring of 
hlnsterii^ winter; only nnfortnnate in thy ending, which 
ahoold hare been mild, conmliatory, swan-like. — 

Mnoh romains to sing. Many fantastic shapes rise 
up, bat they mast be mine in private — already I have 
fooled the reader to the top of his bent — else ooold I 
omit that strange oreatnre Woollett, who exiBted in trying 
the question, and liought litigatitmif — and still stranger. 
Inimitable, solemn Hepworth, from whose gravity New- 
ton mi^t have dedaoed the law of gravitation. How 
profonndly would he nib a pen — with what deliberation 
would he wet a waferl — 

Bat it is time to close — night's wheels are rattling 
fast over me — it is proper to have done with this solemn 
mockery. 

Reader, what if I have been playing with thee all this 
while (— peradventure the very noma which 1 have sum- 
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moned Qp before thee are ftmtoetto— ansabstantial— like 
Henry Pimpernel, and old John Napa o( Greene. — 

Be BatisSed that aomethiitg answering to them Las 
had a bdng. TheiT importance is from the post. 



OXFORD IN THE VACATION. 

Oastino a preparatory ghinoe at the bottom of this 
article— a* the wary oonnoisaenr in prints, with cnraory 
eye (irhioh, while it reads, aeems as tboagh it read not), 
never fails to oooaolt the qiii$ leulfmt in the ooraef, be- 
fore he prouonnoea some rare pieoe to be a Yivares, or a 
Woollet— methinka I hear yon exol^m, reader, Who i» 
Eliat 

Beoaase in my last I tried to divert thee with some 
half-forgotten hamors of some old clerks deftinct, in an 
old house of bnrineaa, long aince gone to decay, doubt- 
less, yon have already set me down in yonr mind as one 
of the sdf-same college — a votary of the desk — a notched 
and cropped scrivener— one that sacks his sustenance, as 
certain sick people are said to do, through a quill. 

Well, I do agnize something of the sort. I confess 
that it is my hamor, my fancy — in the fore-part of the 
day, when the mind of yonr man of letters requires Home 
relaiation — (and none better than such as at first sight 
leems moat abhorrent from his beloved studies) — to while 
away some good hours of my time in the contemplation 
of indigos, cottons, raw silks, piece-goods, flowered or 
otherwise. In the first place .... and then it sends 
yon home with such increased appetite to yonr books 
.... not to Bay, that yonr outside sheets, and waste 
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wrappers of foolaonp, do receive into them, ituMt kindly 
and natarallj, the impression of BonnetH, epigrams, <»- 
•ay* — BO that the verj parings of & oounting^hoiue are, 
in some sort, the setttngs-ap of an aathor. The enfran- 
chised qnill, that has plodded all the morning among 
the cart-rncka of figores and ciphers, friaka and cnrrets 
80 at its ease over the flover;' oarpet-gronnd of a mid- 
night difisertatjou. It feela its promoUon. ... So that 
yon see, npon the whole, the literary dignity of Slia 
is very little, if at all, oompromised in the condesoen- 

Not that, in my anziouB det^ of the many commodi- 
ties inddental to the life of a pnhlio ofBce, I would be 
thought blind to certain flaws, which a canning carper 
might be able to pick in this Joseph's rest. And here I 
mnst have leave, in the fullneas of my soul, to regret the 
abolition, and doing-away-with altogether, of those oon- 
BOlatory interstices, and sprinklings of freedom, through 
the fonr seasons — the red-letter day*, now become, to all 
intents and purposes, dead-UUtr day*. There was Faol, 
and Stephen, and Bamahaa — 

" Andrew uid John, mea f ttmoos In old times " 

— we were nsed to keep all their days holy, as long baok 
aa I was at school at Ohrist's. I remember their effigies, 
by the same token, in tlie old Basket Prayer-Book, There 
hung Peter in his uneasy posture — holy Bartlemy in the 
tronblesoTue act of flaying, after the famous Marsyaa by 
Spagnoletti. I bcmored tiiem all, and oonld almott have 
wept the defalcation of Isoariot— so much did we love to 
keep holy memories aaored— only methooght I a Uttle 
gmdged at the coalition of the better Jvde with Simon — 
dubUng (as it were) their sanoCities togeQier, to make 
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Qp one poor ga,\i.ij-iB,j between tbem — u an eoonomj 
nnworQir of the diapeiuHitioB. 

Thwe were brigLt visitationa in a Bcbolar's and a 
olerk'a life — "far off their coming shone." I waa ea 
good aa an almanac in those days. I conld have told jon 
anch a aalat's-day falls oat next wec^ or the week after. 
Peradventare the Epiphany, hy some periodioal infelicitj, 
wonld, once in six jears, merge in a Babbath. Now am 
I little better than one of the pro&ne. Let me not he 
thonght to arnugn the wisdom of my oirii snperiors, who 
have jadged the farther observation of these holy tides 
to be pq>iati<ial, soperstitionB. Only in a onatom of such 
long standing, methtnks. If their Holinesses the Bishops 
hod, in decenoy, been first sonnded— bat I am wading 
out of my depths. I am not the man to decide the limita 
of dvil and eodesiastioal anthority — I am plain £lia — no 
Belden, nor Arohbl^op Usher — thoogh at present ia the 
thick of their books, here in the heart of learning, nnder 
the shadow of the mighty Bodley. 

I can here play the gentleman, enact the atndent. To 
sDch a one u myeelf, who has been defrauded in his 
young years of the sweet food of aoademio institution, 
nowhere is so pleasant, to while away a few Idle weeks 
at, as one or other of the Univerdties. Their vacstioi), 
too, at this time of the year, falls in so pat with ours. 
Here I can take my walks unmolested, and fancy myself 
of what degree or standing I please. I seem admitted ad 
tandem. I fetoh np past opportunities. I can rise at the 
ohapel'bell, and dream that it rings for am. In moods of 
bamUity I can be a Sizar, or a Servitor. When tbe pea- 
cock rein rises, I stmt a Gentleman Oommoner. In 
graver moments, I proceed Master of Arts. Indeed, I do 
not think I am tnnoh nnlike that respectable character. 
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I hare wen joar dim-eyed vergers, and bed-maken in 
apeotades, drop a bow or a conrtesy, oa I pass, wisely mia- 
taking me fnr Bometbing of the sort. I go abont in black, 
which favois the notion, Onlj in Christ Ghnrcli rev- 
erend qaadrangle, I can be content to pass for nothing 
sliort of a Seraphic Doctor. 

The walks at these times are so mooh one's own— the 
tall trees of Christ's, the groves of Magdaled I The halls 
deserted, and, with open doors, inviting one to slip in 
onperceived, and pay a devoir to some Founder, or no- 
. b!e, or royal Benefactress (that shonld have been oors), 
whose portrut aeema to smile upon their overlooked 
beadsman, and to adopt me for their own. Then, to 
ta^e a peep in by the way at the batteries, and scolleriefl, 
redolent of antique hospitality; the immense caves of 
kitchens, Mtohen fireplaces, cordial recessea; ovens 
whose first pies were baked f onr oentnriea ago ; and 
spits which have cooked for Ohancerl Not the mean- 
est minister among the dishes but is hallowed to me 
throngh Iiis imaginatJOQ, and the Cook goes forth a Man- 
ciple. 

Antiquity! thon wondroos charm, what art thouT 
that, being nothing, art everything! When thou wtrt, 
thoa wert not antiquity — then thoa wert nothing, bnt 
hadst a remoter antiqvitj/, as thou caUedst it, to look 
back to with blind veneration; thon thyself being to 
thyself fiat, jejnne, mod&m! What mystery larke in 
this retroversion! or what half Jannses' are we, that 
cannot look forward with the same idolatry with which 
we forever revert! The mighty fiitnre is as nothing, 
being everything! the past is everything, being nothing I 

1 JaouBea of one Skce. — Snt Tbohas Bxowke, 
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"What were tbj dari agett Surely the boq rose as 
brightly then aa now, and mao got him to his work in 
tiie morning. Why ia it we oan never hear mention of 
them without an aooompanying feeling, as though a pal- 
pable obaoare had dimmed tbe face of things, and that 
onr anoeatora wandered to and fro groping I 

Above all thy rarities, old Oxenford, what do most 
orride and solace me, are thy repositories of moaldering 
leandng, thy shelves — 

What a place to he in is an old library ! It aaema ns 
though all the souls of all the writers, that have be- 
queathed their labors to these Bodleians, were reposing 
here, as in some dormitory, or middle state, I do not 
want to handle, to profane the leaves, their winding- 
sheets. I coald as soon dislodge a shade. I seem to 
inhale learning, walking amid their foliage; and the 
odor of their old moth-soentod coverings la fragrant as 
the first bloom of those sciential apples which grew 
amid the happy orchard. 

Still less have I cariosity to disturb the elder re- 
pose of MSS. Those varim leeUonet, so tempting to tbe 
more erodito palates, do but disturb and nnsettle my 
faith. I am no Hercnlanean raker. The credit of tho 
three witnesses might have slept onimpeaohed for me. 
I leave these curiosities to Porson, and to G. D. — whom, 
by-the-way, I found busy as a moth over some rotten 
archive, rummaged oat of some seldom- explored press, 
in a nook at Oriel. With long poring, he is grown 
almost into a book. He stood as paswve as one by the 
side of the old shelves. I longed to new-coat him in 
russia, and assign him his place. He might have mus- 
tered for a tall Scapula. 

D. is aaaidnons in his visits to these aeaU of learning. 
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No iaoondderate portion of his moderate fortane, I ap- 
prehend, is consamed in jonmeja between them and 
Clifford's Inn — wher«, like a dove on the asp's nest, he 
has long taken up his nncooscions abode, amid an incon- 
gmoDB assemblj of attorneys, attomeya' clerks, appari- 
tors, promoters, vermin of the law, among whom he sits 
"in oalm and sinless peace." The fangs Ot the law 
pierce him not; the winds of litigation blow over his 
humble chambers ; the bard sheriff's officer moves hia 
bat as be passes ; legal nor illegal disooortesy tonobes 
him ; none thinks of offering violence or injustice to him 
— you would as soon " strike an abstract idea." 

D. has been engaged, he tells me, through a conrse of 
laborioas years, in an investigation into all cnrioos mat- 
ter connected with the two Universities ; and has lately 

lit npon a MS. collection of ehartBrs, relative to , 

bj which he hopes to aetila some disputed points— par- 
tionlarly that long controversy between them as to 
priority of foundation. The ardor with which he en- 
gages in these liberal pnrsaits, I am afriud, has not met 
with all the enconragement it deserved, either bete or 

at . Yonr capnts and heads of cdleges care less 

than anybody else abont these qnestions. Contented to 
sDok the milky foontains of their Alma Maters, without 
inquiring into the- venerable gentlewomen's years, they 
rather hold snch ooriosities to be impertinent — nnrever- 
end. They have their good glebe-lands in manu, and 
care not much to rak£ into the title-deeds. I gather at 
least so mnoh from other sources, for D. is not a man to 
complain. 

D. started like nn nnbroke heifer wboni intermpted 
him. A priori it was not very probable that we sbonld 
have met in Oriel. Bnt D. would have done the same 
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had I ftoooBted him on the anddenin his own walks in 
Oliffivd's Inn, or in the Temple. Id additJon to a pro- 
voking short-sightedneiB (the effeat of late itadies and 
watchings at the midnight oil), D. ia the most ft1>seat of 
men. ' He made a ooU the other n>orning at our friend 
AL'b in Bedford Sqaare ; and, finding nobody at home, 
waa ushered into the hall, where, asUng for pen sad ink, 
with great exactitude of pnrpose he enters me his noiae 
in the book— which ordinarily Ilea aboat in such places, 
to record the failares of the untimely or anfortnnate 
▼isitor — and takes his leave with many eeremonies and 
professions of regret Some two or three honrs after, 
his walking destinies retnmed him into the same neigh- 
borhood again, and ag^n the qniet image of the fireside 
oircle at U.'s — Hrs. U. presiding at it like a Qneen liar, 
with pretty A. 6. at her side — striking irresistibly on 
his fancy, he makes another call (forgetting that they 
were " oert^nly not to retnrn from the conatry before 
that day week"), and, disappointed a second time, in- 
quires for pen and paper as before ; again the book ia 
hronght, and in the line just above that in which he is 
about to print his second name (his resoript) — his first 
name (scarce dry) looks out npon him like another Sosia, 
or as if a man shcald suddenly ecconnter his own dnpli- 
cate! The effect maybe conceived. T>. made many s 
good reaolntion against any such lapses in the fotore. I 
hope he will not keep them too rigorously. 

For with Q. D., to be absent from the body is some- 
times (not to speak it profanely) to be present with the 
Lord. At the very time when, personally enoonntering 
thee, he pssses on with no reoognidon— or, being 
stopped, starts like a tJting surprised — at that moment, 
reader, he is on Moout Tabor ; or, Pamaaans ; or, oo- 
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sphered nith Plato ; or, with Harringtoo, framing " im- 
mortal OommoDirealthi," deriilng some plan of ameli- 
oration to thy oonntry or thy Bpeoies — peradventuTe 
meditating some individnal kindness or ooortesj, to be 
done to Mm th]/ie^, the returning ooosciocsness of 
which made him to start bo gniltilj at tbj obtruded per- 
sonal presence. 

D. is delightfn] anjrwhere, bnt he is at the best in 
snch places as these. He oarea not much for Bath, He 
is oat of liii e.ement at Bnzton, at Scarboroogh, or Har- 
rowgate. The Otun and the IbIb are to him "better than 
all the waters of Damaaons." On the Masea' hill he b 
hspp7, and good, as one of the Shepherds on the Deleo- 
table Monntuns; and when he goes abont with yon to 
show yon the balls and colleges, yon think 70a have 
with yoa the Interpreter ot the House BeantifoL 



OHRISrS HOSPITAL FTVE-AND-THIETY 
YEARS AGO. 

In Mr. Lamb's "Works," published a year or two 
ago, I find a magnifloent eulogy on my old school,* such 
la it tras, or now appears to him to have been, between 
the years 1V62 and 17S9. It happens, very oddly, that 
my own standing at Christ's was nearly corresponding 
with bis; and, with all gratitude to him for his enthusi- 
asm for the cloisters, I think he has contrived to bring 
together whatever can be aaid in praise of them, drop- 
ping all the other side of the argnment most ingeniously. 
■ " BecoIleaUou* of Chtiat's Hospital." 
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I remember L. at Bohool ; and can well reooUect that 
be had «ome peotUiar advantageB, which I and others ot 
his schoolfeUowa had not. His friends lived in town, 
and wore near at hand ; and he had the priTil^e of go- 
ing to see them, almost as often as he wished, through 
soma invidioDH diatinotion, which was denied to aa. The 
present worth; sub-trea^arer to the Inner Temple can 
explain how that happened. He had his tea and hot 
rolls in a morning, while we wore battening npon our 
qnarter-of-a-penny loaf — our erwg — moistened with nt- 
tennated small beer, in wooden pigg^ge, smaoking of 
the pitched leathern jaok it was poored from. Oar Uon- 
dajr's milk-porridge, bine and tasteless, and the pease- 
sonp of Satnrday, ooarse and choking, were enriched for 
him with a slice of "extraordinarr. bread and batter," 
from the hot-loaf of the Temple. The Wednesday's mess 
of millet, somewhat less repognant — we had three ban- 
jan to fonr meat days in the week — was endeared to his 
palate with a lump of double-refined, and a smack of 
^ger (to make it go down the more glibly) or the fra- 
grant cinnamon. In liea ot oar hdif-pichled Sandays, 
or gviU fi-eih boiled beef oq Thnradays (strong as mto 
equifui), with detestable marigolds floating in the pail to 
poison the brotb — oar scanty matton scrags on Fridays 
•~and rather more savory, but gradging, portions of the 
same flesh, rott«n-roa8ted or rare, on the Tnesdays (the 
only dish which excited onr appetites and disappointed 
oar stomachs in almost eqnal proportion) — be had his hot 
plate of roast- veal, or the more tempting griskin (exotics 
nnknown to oar palates), cooked in the paternal kitchen (a 
great thing), and brooght him daily by his maid or annti 
I remember the good old relative (in whom love forbade 
pride) squatted down apon some odd sttoie in a by-nook 
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of the oloiaters, disolodDg tlie viands (of higher regale 
than those cates whioh the ravens miniitered to the Tish- 
bite) ; and the oo&tending pasaoni of L. at the unfold- 
ing. There was love for the bringer; shame for the 
thing brought, and the manner of its bringing ; ijmpa- 
th7 for tboee who were too man; to share in it ; and, at 
top of all, hunger (eldest, strongest of the pasaionsl) 
predominant, breaking down the stony fences of shame, 
and awkwardness, and a troDbling OTSr-oonscioasnesa. 

I was a poor, friendlees boy. Mj parents, and those 
who ahonld care for me, were far away. Thoae few 
(toqnuntances of theirs, whieh they conld reckon npran 
being kind to me in the great city, after a little forced 
notice, which they had the grace to take of me on my 
first arriTal in town, soon grew tired of my holiday visltsi 
They seemed to them to recur too often, thoagh I thooght 
them few enough ; and, one after another, they all foiled 
me, and 1 felt myself alone among ris bondred play- 

Oh, the omelty of separating a poor lad from his early 
homestead I The yearnings which I used to have toward 
it in thoee onfiedged yearsi How, in my dreams, woold 
my natire town (far in the west) come back, with its 
choroh, and trees, and facesl How Iwonld wake weep- 
ing, and in the angnish of my heart etchum upon eweet 
Ofdne in Wiltshire I 

To this late hour of my life, I trace impresaons left 
by the recollection of those i^iendless holidays. The 
long, warm days of sammer never retam bnt they bring 
with them a gloom from the haunting memory of those 
viKoh-day leacet, when, by some strange arrangement, 
we were tnmed ont tor the live-long day npon onr own 
hand^ whether we had Mends to go to, or none. I 
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remember those bathing excursions to the New-River, 
whioh L. reodlB with such relish, better, I think, than 
he can— for he wtta a home-seeking lad, and did not 
mnoh care for aooh water pastdmes : — How merrilj wo 
woold utUj forth into the fields ; and strip nnder the first 
warmth of the san; and wanton like jonng dace in the 
streams;, getting ns appetites for noon, which those of 
ns that were penniless (our scanty morning omst long 
since eshansted) had not the means of allaying — while 
the oattle, and the birds, and the fishes, were at feed 
abont m and we had nothing to satisfy oor oravings — 
the very Itennty of the day, and the exercise of the pas- 
time, and the sense of liberty, setting a keener edge npon 
them 1 — Hov, fiunt end languid, finally, we would retnrn, 
toward nightfall, to oar desired morsel, half-rejoicing, 
half-relnctant, that the hours of our uneasy liberty hod 
expired I 

It WAS worse, in the days of winter, to go prowling 
about the streets oyeotiess— shivering at cold windows 
of print-shops to extract a little amnsement ; or haply, 
as a last resort in hopes of a littie noTelty, to pay a fifty- 
times -repeated visit (where oor individnal faces should 
be as well known to the warden' as those of his own 
charges) to the Hods in the Tower — to whose levee, by 
conrtesy, immemorial, we had a presoriptiTe title to od- 
mlBsion. 

L.'s governor (so we called the patron who presented 
DS to the^^oandation) lived in a manner under bis pater- 
nal roof. Any oomplaint which he had to make was 
sure of being attended to. This was understood at 
Ohrist's, and was an effeotual screen to him against the 
Mverity of masters, or worse tyranny of the monitors. 
The oppreuions of these yonng brutes are heart-dckening 
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to call to recollection. I hsve been called out of mj bed, 
and waked for the pwpo*e, la the ooldetit winter nigbtd 
— and this not once, bat night after night — in my Bhirt, 
to receive the diioipline of & leathern thong, with eleven 
other lofferen, becftuse it pleaaed my callow overseer, 
when there haa been any talking heard after we were 
gone to bed, to make the six last beds in the dormitory, 
where ihe youngest children of as slept^ answerable for 
an ofiense they neither dared to commit, nor had the 
power to hinder. The same eieorable tyranny drove 
the younger part of ns from the fires, when om" feet 
were perishing with snow ; and, under tlie oraeleat pen- 
alties, forbade the indulgenoe of a drink of water, when 
we lay in ateepleaa summer nights, fevered with the sea- 
son and the day's sport«. 

There waa one U , who, I learned in after-daya, 

was Been expiating some matnrer offense in the hnlks. 
(Do I flatter myself in fancying that this might be the 
planter of that name, who suffered — at Nevis, I think, or 
St. Kitta — some few years since f My friend Tobin was 
the benevolent instrument of brii^g him to the gal- 
lows.) This petty Nero actually branded a boy who 
had offended him, with a red-hot iron ; and nearly starved 
forty of ns with exacting contributions, to the one-half 
of our bread, to pamper a yonng asa, which, incredible aa 
it may seem, with the connivance of the nurse's dai^hter 
(a young flame of his), he had contrived to Bmu^^le in, 
and keep npon the leads of the ward, as they called oar 
dormitories. This game went on for better than a week, 
till the foi^h beast, not able to fare well but be must 
cry roast-meat — happier than Oalignla's minion, could be 
have kept his own counsel— but, fooUaher, alas I than 
any of bis spedes in the fables — waxing fat, and kicking. 
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ia the fallnesa of bread, one nnluoky minDte would needs 
proclaim big good Cortnne to the world below ; and, lad- 
ing oat hia Bimple throat, blew sncb a ram'a-hom blast, 
as (toppling down the walla of bis own Jericho) set oon- 
oealmeot an; longer at defiance. The client was dis- 
missed, with certain attentions, to Smitbfleld ; bat I nev- 
er understood that the patron underwent any ocnanre 
on the oocaaion. This was in the stewardship of L.'a ad- 
mired Perry, 

Under the same faeilt administration can L. have 
forgotten tlie cool impanity with which the unrses tued 
to carry away openly, in open platters, for their own ta- 
bles, one out of two of every hot joint, which the care- 
ful matron had been seeing scmpnloualy weighed oat for 
onr dinners? These things were daily practised in that 
magnificent apartment, which L. (grown connoissenr 
since, we presame) prases lo highly for the grand palnt- 
ingH "by Verrio and others," with which it is "hong 
ronnd and adorned." Bat the sight of sleek, well-fed, 
bine-coat boys in the piotnres was, at that time, I be- 
liere, little consolatory to him, or us, the living ones, 
who saw the better part of our prori^ons carried away 
before onr faces by harpies ; and oarselves reduced (with 
the Trojan in the hall of Dido) 

"To feed our mind with idle portraiture," 

L. has recorded the repagnance of the school to ga^i, 
or the fat of fresh beef boiled ; and sets it down to some 
superstition. Bat thes& unctuous morsels are never 
grateful to young palates {children are universally fat- 
haters), and in strong, coarse, boiled meats, vnsalUd, are 
detestable. A gag'tatm in our time was equivalent to a 
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ff^uU, and held in equal detestatioii — enffered onder tlie 
impatation — 

He Bte strange fleah." 
He was obierved, after dinner, carafnlly to gather np 
the remnants left at his table (not manj, nor very choice 
fragments, job may credit me)— and, in an especial manner, 
these disreputable morsehi, which h4 voald coavoj awxy, 
and seoretlj stow in the settle that stood at his bodsida 
Kone saw when he ate them. It was ramored that he 
privately devoured them in the night. He was watched, 
bat no traces of sach midnight practices were discover- 
able. Some reported that, on leave-daja, he had been 
< seen to carry out of the bonnds a large bine check hand- 
kerchief full of something. This, then, must be the ac- 
cursed thing. Ooigectnre next was at work to ima^e 
how he ooald dispose of it. Some said he sold it to the 
beggars. This belief generally prevuled. He went about 
moping. None spake to him. TSo one woald play with 
him. He was excommnnicated; put out of the pale of 
the school. He was too powerM a boy to be beaten, 
bot he underwent every mode of that negative punish- 
ment which is mora grievous than many stripes. Btill 
he persevered. At length he was observed by two of 
his school-fellows, who were determined to get at the 
secret, and had traced him one leave-day for that pur- 
pose, to enter a large, worn-out building, such as there 
exist specimensof in Ohuioery Lone, which are let out to 
varions scales of pauperism, with open door and a com- 
mon staircase. After him they silently slnnk in, and 
followed by stealth up four flights, and saw him tap at 
a poor wicket, which was opened by an aged woman, 
meanly olad. Sospioion was now r<pened into certainty. 
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Tbe Informera had leoored their riotim. They had him 
ID their toils. Accnsation was (onuaUy preferred, and 
retribntioii most signal was looked for. Ur. Kathatraj, 
tba then steward (for this happened a little after m; 
time), with that patient sagacity which 1«mpered all Ms 
condoot, determined to investigate the matter before he 
proHwadedto senteaoe. The reanlt was that tbe supposed 
mendicants, the receivers or porchasera of the m;eteri- 
ons scraps, turned oat to be the parents of — ~, an hon- 
est couple come to deoa^ — whom this aeasonable snpplf 
had, in all probability, saved from mendicancy ; and this 
yonng stork, at the expense of his own good name, had 
all this while been only feeding the old birds I — The gov- 
ernors on thia occasion, much to their honor, voted a 

present relief to the family ot , and presented him 

with a ulver medal. Tbe lesson which the steward read 
upon SASH juDQimnr, on the occasion of publicly deliver- 
ing the medal to , I believe would not be lost npon 

liis aaditory. — I had left school then, hat I well remem- 
ber . He was a tall, shambling yonth, with a cast 

in his eye, not at all cslonlated to oonoUiate hostile pr^a- 
dices. I have since seen him carrying a baker^s basket. 
I think I heard ha did not do quite so well by himself, as 
ho had done by the old folks. 

I was an hypoohondriac lad; and the sight of a boy 
in fetters, npon the day of my first putting on the bine 
clothes, was not exactly fitted to assuage the natural ter- 
rors of initiation. I was of tender years, barely tamed 
of seven ; and bad only read of euch tttings In book, or 
seen them but in dreams. I was told he had run away. 
This was the punishmentforthefirst offense. Asanovioe 
1 was soon after taken to see the dungeons. These were 
little, square Bedlam cella, where a boy oonid just lie at 
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hU length npon Btraw, and a blanket — a mattreea, I think, 
was afterward Babstitnted — with a peep of ligbt, let in 
askance, from a prison orifice at top, barel? enongh to 
read hj. Here the poor boy was looked iu by Limeelf 
all day, withont sight of any bat the porter who brought 
bim hiB bread and water — who might tt«t tpeak to him ; 
— or of the beadle, who came twice a week to call him 
ont to receive his periodical chastisement, which was al- 
most welcome, beoanse it separated bim for a brief inter- 
val from sotitnde: and here he was ahnt up by himself 
ofnigku oot of the teach of any sound, to saffer what- 
ever horrors the weak nerves, and Euperstitioa incident 
to his time of life, might subject him to.* This was the 
penalty for the second offense. Wouldst thou like, 
reader, to see what became of him in the next degree? 

The culprit, who had been s third time »a offender, 
aod whose expulsion was at this time deemed irreverri- 
ble, was brought forth, as at some solemn auU>-da-/i, ar- 
rayed in uncouth and most appalling attire — all trace of 
his late "watchet weeds" oarefolly effaced, he was ex- 
posed in ft jacket resembling those which London lamp- 
lighters formerly deligiited in, with a cap of the same. 
The effect of this divestiture was snch as the ingenious 
devisers of it could have anticipated. With his pale and 
frighted features, it was as if some of those disfigure- 
ments in Dante had seized upon him. In this disguise- 
ment he was brongbt into the hall (X.'« fasoriU ttatt- 

* One or two iuBtuices of lunacy, or uttempted toidde, acoord- 
inglf, at UngtJi convinced tbe governors of the impolicy of this 
put of the BCDtence, and the inidnigbt torture to the spirits wsa 
diBpeoBed with. — This fancy of dungeons for cbildnn was • sprout 
of Howard's brain; for which (saving the reVBMnoa dne to Holy 
Psul), metbinka, I could wiiliugly apit upon hit Blatoe, 
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room), where awaited hiia the whole unmber of his 
Hobool-fellowB, whose Joint lessons and sports he was 
thenoeforth to share no more ; the awfnl presence of the 
steward, to be seen for the last time ; of the exeoutioner 
beadle, dad in his state-robe for the oooasion ; and of 
two faces more, of direr import, because' never bnt ia 
these extremities visible. These were govemors: two 
of whom by choice, or charter, were always accustomed 
to officiate at these Ultima Sapplieia; not to mitigate 
(so at least we understood it), but to enforce the otter- 
most stripe. Old Bamber Gasooigne, and Peter Aubert, 
I remember, were collet^aes on one occasion, when tbe 
beadle tnrning rather pale, a glass of brandy was ordered 
to prepare him for tbe mysteries. The scoarging was, 
after the old Boinan fashion, long and stately. The liotor 
accompanied the criminal qoite roand tbe ball. We were 
generally too faint with attending to the previous disgust- 
ing droomatanceB, to make acoorate report with onr eyes 
of the degree of corporal sofTering inflicted. Report, of 
coarse, gave out the back knotty and livid. After sconrg- 
ing, he was made over, in his Sam Benito^ to bis friends, 
if he had any (bnt commonly snob poor runagates were 
Mendlesa), or to his pariah of&cer, who, to enhance the 
effect of the scene, had his station allotted to him on tbe 
oatside of the hall-gate. 

Tfaejie solemn pageantries were not played off so often 
as to spoil the general mirth of the community, We bad 
plentyof exercise and recreation q/'f«r school-hoars; and, 
for myself, I mnst confess, that I was never happier than 
{n them. The Upper and the Lower Grammar-Scbools 
were held in the same room ; and an imaginary line only 
divided their bonnds. Their character was as different 
as that of the inhabitants on the two sides of the Pyre- 
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nees. The Rev. Jamea Bo^er vaa the Upper Uaster ; bnt 
tbe Rev. Mftttbew Field preeided over that portion of the 
apartment of which I bad the good fortone to be a ntem- 
ber. We liTed a life aa oareless as birds. We talked and 
did JDst what we pleased, and nobody molested ns. We 
carried an accidence, or a granimar, for form ; bnt, for 
aoj trouble it gave 08, we might take two years in get- 
ting through the verba deponent, and another two in for- 
geting all that we had learned aboat them. There waa 
now and then the formality of saying a leaeon, but if yoii 
had not learned it, a broah aoroaa the ahoQldera (jost 
enough to diatnrb a fly) was the aole remonstrance. 
Field never nsed the rod; and in trath he wielded tbe 
oanc with no great good-will — holding it " like a dancer." 
It looked in hia bands rather like on emblem tban an 
instrument of anthority; and an emblem, too, he waa 
ashamed o£ He was a good, easy man, that did not cere 
to raffle his own peace, nor perhaps aet any great con- 
sideration upon the valne of juvenile time. He came 
among na, now and then, but oiteu staid away whole 
days from as ; and when he came it made no difference 
to na — he had his private room to retire to, the short 
time he staid, to be ont of the sound of onr noise. Our 
mirth and uproar went on. We had claSHios of our own, 
without being beholden to "insolent Greece or haughty 
Rome," that passed current among na — Peter Wilklns— 
the Adventures of the Hon. Captain Robert Boyle — the 
Fortno ate Bine- Coat Boy — and the like. Or we culti- 
vated a turn for mechanic and scteotiflo operations; mak- 
ing little aan-dials of paper ; or weaving those iageniona 
parenthesea called eat-eradle* ; or making dry peaa to 
dance upon the end of a tin pipe; or studying the art 
military over that laudable game " French and English," 
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and a bandred other such devices to pass &wb,j the time 
— mixing the nseful with the agreeable — as wonJd hare 
made the unils of Koosseau and John Locke ohackle to 
have seen ns. 

Uatthew l^eld belonged to that class of modest di- 
vines vho affect to mix in equal proportion the grille- 
man, the lehclar, and the ChriMtuta; bat, I know not 
how, the first ingredient is generallj tonnd to be the 
predomioatiiig dose in the composition. He was en- 
g^ed in gaj parties, or with his conrtlj bow at some 
episoopal levee, when he should have been attending 
upon na. Ha had for many years the olassical oharge 
of a hundred children, dnring the foar or five first years 
of their eduoation; and his very highest form seldom 
proceeded farther than two or three of the introductory 
fables of FhiedrDS. How things were saSered to go on 
thus, I oaaaot gness. Boyer, who was the proper per- 
son to have remedied these abuses, alwaya affected, per- 
haps felt, a delicacy in interfering in a province not 
strictly his own. I have not been without my suspicions 
that he was not altogether displeased at the contrast we 
presented to his end of the school. We were a sort of 
Helota to his young Spartans. He would sometimes, 
with ironic deference, send to borrow a rod of the Chder 
Uaster, and then, with Sardonic grin, observe to ooe of 
his upper boys "how neat and fresh the twigs looked." 
While his pale students were battering their brains over 
Xenophou and Plato, with a silence as deep as that en- 
joined by the Bamite, we were enjoying ourselves at onr 
ease in our little Goshen, We saw a little into the se- 
crets of his discipline, and the prospect did bat the more 
reconcile us to oar lot. His thanders rolled innocnoDg 
for ns; his storms came near, bet never touched as; 
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ooDtrorj to Gideon'i mirade, while all around were 
dreacbed, our fleece was dry.* His bofs tnraed oat the 
better scholars; we, I sospect, hAve the adTantage in 
temper. His pnpila cannot speak of him without scnne- 
thing of terror alli^bg their gratitude; the remem- 
branoe of Field cornea back with all the soothing images 
of indolenoe, and sammer slombers, and work like pl^, 
and innocent idleaess, and Elytian exemptions, and life 
itssU a "plajing holida;." 

Though safflcientlj removed from the jurisdiction of 
Bojrer, we were near enough (as I have said) tA nnder- 
stand a little of his system. We oooadonallr heard 
aonnda of the ITluIantM, and oanght glances of Tartants. 
B. WBS a rabid pedant. His English atjle was cramped 
to barbariBm. His Easter anthems (for his duty obliged 
him to those periodical flights) were grating as sorannel 
pipes.f He would laugh, ay, and heartily, but then it 
most bo at Flacons's quibble abont Sen — or at the trutU 
teterita* in tulta, or inapieen im patina*, of Terence — 
thin jests, which at their first broaching could hardly 
have had mi enough to move a Boman muscle. He had 
two wigs, both pedantio, bat of different omen. The 
one serene, smiling, fresh-powdered, betokening a mild 
day. The other, an old, discolored, unkempt, angry 

• Cowley. 

f In this snd everything B. was the antlpodel of hii ooa^jn- 
tor. While the former wss digging hia brains (br«radSBlltbenu, 
north s pig-not, F. would b« reoreaUng his gentlemuily bocy 
in the more flowery wallu of the MueeB. A little dramatio efiHi- 
sioD of his, nnder the name of VertutniiuB and Pomona, la not 
yet forgotten by the ehroniolen of that sort of literature. It 
was aooept«d by Qarriok, bat the town did not give it their eano- 
tiOD. B. Dsed to Bsy of it, in a way of half oonqtlimsnt, half 
irony, that it waa tco elauUol for rtprtuntatSon, 

■Coojilc 
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caion, denoting freqnent and bloody ezdcatioD. Woe 
to the Bobool when he made his morning appearanoe la 
hia p<ti»y, or pauionate leigl No comet ezpoanded 
anrer. J. B. had a heavj hand. I have known him 
donbia hia knotty fist at a poor, trembling child (the ma- 
ternal milk hardly dry upon its lips), with a " Sirrah, do 
yon presnine to set yoar wits at met" Nothing waa 
moro common than to see him make a headlong entry 
into the school-room, from his inner receaa or Ubrary, 
and, with turbulent eye, singling ont a lad, roar oat, 
" Od'a my lifo, sirrah " (hia fayorite adjuration), " I have 
a great mind to whip yon ; " then, with as sndden a re- 
tracting impulse, fling back into his lair, and, after a 
cooling lapse of some minntes (during which all but the 
culprit had totally forgotten the context) drive headlong 
ont agiun, piecing ont his imperfect sense, as if it had 
been some Devil'» Litany, with the eipletory yell — " and 
I WILL, too." In his gentler moods, when the rahidu* 
fWror was assumed, he bad resort to an ingenious 
DieUiod, peculiar, for what I have heard, to himself, of 
whipping the boy, and reading the Debates, at the same 
time; a paragraph, and a lash between; which in thoae 
times, when parliamentary oratory was most at a height 
and flonriahing in these realms, was not calculated to 
impress the patient with a veneration for the difEnser 
graces of rhetoric. 

Once, and but once, the uplifted rod was known to 
fall ineffectual from his hand — when droll, aqointing W., 
having been canght pntting the inaide of the master's 
desk to a use for which the architect had clearly not 
designed it, to justify himself, with great simplicity 
averred that h« did not knom that the thing.had been 
forewarned. This exquisite irreoogmtioa of any law 
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uiteoedent to the oral or dtclaraUry, stniok bo irreaiati' 
bl^ npon th« fancy of «U who heard it (the pedagogos 
himaelf not excepted) that remisrion was nDsvoldable. 

L. has giren credit to B.'a great merita bb an iDBtrao- 
tor. Coleridge, in his literary life, haa prononnoed a 
more intelli^ble and ample encomiam on them. The 
BQthor of the Countrj/ Spectator donbta not to compare 
him wiUi the ablest teaohera of antiquity. Perhaps we 
cannot dismiBs him better than with the piona qaoola* 
tion of G., when he heard that his old master was on 
his death-bed: "Poor J. B.l may all his fanlta be for- 
^ven ; and may he be wafted to blisa by little ohenib- 
boys all head and wings, with no bcttemi to reproach 
hie mblnnary Inflmiitles." 

Under him were many good and aoand soholarB bred. 
First Grecian of my time was Lancelot Pepys Stevens, 
kindest of boys and men, since Oo-grammar-master (and 
inseparable companion) with Dr. T e. What an edi- 
fying spectacle did this brace of friends present to those 
who remembered the anti-socialities of their predece*- 
Bors! Ton never met the one by obsnoe in the street 
witbont a wonder, which was quickly dissipated by the 
almost immediate sab-appearanoe ot the other. Gener- 
ally ann-in'arm, these kindly coadjators lightened for 
each other the toilsome dntiei of their profession, and 
. when, in advanced age, one fonnd it convenieDt to re- 
tire, the other was not long in discovering that it snlted 
bim to lay down the fascea also. Oh, it is pleasant, as 
It is rare, to find the same arm linked in yonrs at forty, 
which at thirteen helped it to turn over tlie Cicero d» 
AmiMtid,, m some tale of Antique Friendship, which 
the yonng heart even then was burning to antidpatel 
Co-Greoian with S. waa Th , who haa since executed 
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with ability varionB diplomtitio fosotions at the Northern 

oonrts. Th was a tall, dark, satarnme yontb, epar- 

ing of speech, with raven looks. Thomas Fanshnw Hid- 
dieton followed him (now Bishop of Calcutta), a scholar 
and a gentleman in his teens. He has the reputation of 
an excellent critio; and is anthor (besides the Chuntry 
i^Mtator) of a Treatiae on the Greek Article, against 
Sharpe. M. is said to bear his mitre high in India, 
where the regni mnitat (I dare say) snffioiently jostifies 
the bearing. A hnmility quite as primitive as that of 
Jewel or Hooker might not be exactly fitted to impress 
the minds of those Ai^lo-Asiatio diooesans with a rev- 
erence for home inslatntions, and the Ohurch which those 
falJiers watered. The manners of U. at school, though 
firm, were mild and nnassunung. Next to M. ^ not 
senior to him) was Richards, author of the Aboriginal 
BritouB, the moat spirited of the Oxford Prize Poems; 
a pale, stndious Grecian. Then followed poor 8 , 
ill-fated }t 1 of these the Muse is silent. 

" Finding some of Edward's race 
Unhappy, pasa their annals b;." 

Oome back into memory, like as thou wort in the 
day-spring of thy fancues, with hope like a fiery column 
t)efore thee — the dark pillar not yet turned — Samuel 
Taylor Ooleridge — Lopciao, Metaphysician, Bardl — How 
have I seen the casual passer through the Oloisters stand 
still, entranced with admiration (while he weighed the dis- 
proportion between the »pe«eh and tlie gari ot the young 
Hinmdola), to hear thee nnfold, in thy deep and sweet 
' intonations, the mysteries of Jamblichus or Flotmos (for 
even in those years thon waiedst not pale at snch philo- 
sophic draughts), or reciting Homer in his Greek, or 
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Undiir— while the walls of the old Grey FriarB reechoed 
to the BceentB of the tTupired eharity-boy ! — Manj nere 
the " wit-oombatB " (to dally awhile with the words of 
old Fuller) between him and 0. Y. Le Qt-^ — , " which 
two I behold like a Spanish great galleon and an English 
man-of-war ; Haater Coleridge, like the former, was 
built iar higher'in learning, solid, bnt alow in his per- 
formances. O. V. L., with the English man-of-war, 
leaser in bnlk, bat lighter la s^ing, coald torn with all 
tides, tack abont, and take advantage of all winds, by 
the qnickueas of his wit and inveDtios." 

Nor shalt thou, ^eir compeer, he qnickly forgotten, 
Allen, with the cordial smile, and still more cordial 
langh, with which thoa wert wont to make the old 
Oloisters shake, in thj cognition of some poignant jest 
of theirs; or the antidpation of some mora material, 
and, peradventnre, preotical one, of thine own. Eitinot 
are litose smiles, with that beantifol conntenanee, with 
which {for thou wert the Nireutformotta of the school), 
in the days of thy matnrer waggery, thon didst disarm 
the wrath of infuriated town damsel, who, incensed by 
provoking pinch, tnraing tjgress-like ronnd, suddenly 
converted by thy angel-look, exchanged the half-formed 
terrible " II—," tot a gentler greeting — " &2«M tAy hand- 
ttme face I " 

Next foQow two, who ought to be now alive, and the 

friends of Elia— the Junior Le G and F , who, 

impelled, the former by a roving temper, the latter by 
too quick a sense of neglect, ill capable of enduring the 
Blights poor Sizars are sometimes fntbject to in oar seats 
of learning, exchanged their Alma Hater for the camp ; 
perishing, one by climate, and one on the plains of Sal- 
amanca: Le Q , sanguine, volatile, sweet-n^nred ; 
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F , dogged, ftdtbfnl, anidcipatirfl of insult, warm- 
hearted, with Bomethinfi; of tiie old Bonutn height aboat 

Fine, frank-hearted Fr , the preaent master of 

Hertford, with Marmadnke T , mildest of Mission- 

ariea — and both mj good trienda still — close the cata- 
logue of Qreoiana in m; tJme. * 



THE TWO RACES OF MEU. 

Tn human speoiea, aooording to the beat theory I 
oan form of it, ia oonposed of two distinct races, the 
m«n ithc borrote, and tAt men wAo lead. To these two 
original diTeraities may be redaoed all those impertinent 
claaaifioations of Qothio and Oeltio tribes, white men, 
black men, red men. All the dwellers npon earth, 
"Parthians, and Medea, and Elamitea," flock hither, 
and do natnrallf fall in with one or other of these 
primary dletinctiODS. The infinite enperiority of the 
former, which I choose to dengnate as the great race, ia 
discernible in their fignre, port, and a certain inaMnotive 
Bovereignty, The latter are bom degraded. " He ahall 
serve his brethren." There is aometbing in the air of 
one of this oast, lean and suspicions ; contrasting with 
the open, tmatiag, generons manners of the other. 

Observe who have been the greatest borrowers of all 
ages — Alolbiades, Falstafl, Sir Btchard Steele, our late 
tnoomparable Brinaley — what a family likeness in all 
fbnrl 

What a oareleas, even deportment hath jonr borrow- 
«rl what rosy gilla I what a beantifol relianoe on Provi- 
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denoe dottt he manifest, tatlng no more thonglit than 
lilies I Wh&t ootilempt for money, acooandng it (joora 
&nd mine espeoiiillj} no better than dross 1 Wbat a lib- 
eral oonfoaDding of those peduntio distinctions of meum 
and (uum / or rather, what a noble simplificstion of lan- 
guage (beyond Tooka), restolving these mppoeed oppo- 
sites into one dear, intelligible pronoan it^ectivet — 
What near approaches doth he make to the primitive 
e^inmunity, to the extent of one-half of the principle at 
least! 

He is the true taxer who " oslleth all the world Dp to 
be taxed; " and the distance is as vast between him and 
CM e/ la, aa subsisted between the Angiutan Htgesty- 
and the poorest obolorj Jew that paid it tribnte-pittsnce 
at JerasalemI — His exactions, too, have inch a cheerful, 
Ttdnntar]' mrl So far removed f*om yom- sour paro- 
chial or state-gatherers, those ink-horn varlets, who 
carry their want of welcome in their faoesi He Com- 
eth to you with a smQe, and tronbleth you with no re- 
ceipt; confining himself to no set season. Every day is 
his Candlemas, or his Feast of Holy Hiohael. He ap- 
plieth the leng tormtntvm of a pleasant look to your 
pnrse — which to that gentle warmth expands her silkeit 
leaves, u naturally as the cloak of the traveler, for which 
snn and wind contended 1 He is the tme Propontie 
which never ebbeth! The sea nhich taketh handsomely 
at each man's hand. In vain the victim, whom he de- 
lighteth to honor, straggles with destiny; he is in the 
net. Ziend therefore cheerfully, O man ordtuned to lend 
— that thou lose not in the end, with thy worldly penny, 
the reversion promised. Oombine not preposterously in 
thine own person the penalliea of Lasaras and of Dives I 
bnt when tbou aeeot the proper authority ctxnin^ maet 
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it imilinglj, aa it were half-way. Oome, a liandBome 
Morifioel See how light he nuikes of iti Struo not 
conrtosiee with a noble enemy. 

Refieotions like the foregoing were f oroed npon mj 
mind hj the death of laj old Inend Balph Bigod, Esq., 
who puted tlii« life, on Wednesday evening, dying, as 
be had lived, withoat much trouble. He boasted him- 
lelf a descendant ftom mighty anoestorB of that name, 
who heretofore held daoal dignities in this realm. In 
his actions and sentiments he belied not the stock to 
which he pretended. Early in life he found himself in- 
vested with ample revenues ; which, with that noble dis- 
interestedness wliioh I have noticed as inherent in men 
of the great raee, he took almost immediate measures 
entirely to disdpate and bring to nothing: for there is 
something revolting in the idea of a king holding a pri- 
vate pnrse, and t^e thoughts of Bigod were oil regal. 
Thus fnruished by the very aot of disfnmishment ; get- 
ting rid ot the onmbergome luggage of riches, more apt 
(as one sings) 

" To slacken Tirtue, and abate her edge, 
Than prompt her lo do aught may merit praise," 

he set forth, like aome Alexander, npon his great enter- 
prise, " borrowing and to borrow I " 

' In his periegesis, or triumphant progress thronghont 
this island, it has been oaloulated that he laid a tithe 
part of the inhabitants under ooutribation. I reject this 
estimate as greatly exaggerated : but having had the 
honor of accompanying my friend divers times, in his 
perambnlations about this vast city, I own I was greatly 
struck at first with the prodigious nnraber of faces we 
met, who claimed a sort of respectful soqa^tanoe with 
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US. He tras one d»y ao obliging at to ezplaju the phe- 
nomeuoiL It seeniB, these were his tributaries; feeders 
of his ezohequer ; gentlemen, bis good frieads (es he 
was pleased to express himself), to whom be bad ocos' 
nonallf been beholden for a loan. Their moltttndea did 
no way diaoonoert bim. He rather took -a pride in num- 
bering them; and, with Oomni, seemed pleased to be 
" stocked with so fair a herd." 

With each sonroea, it waa a wonder how he contrived 
to keep his treasury always empty. He did it by force 
of an aphorism, which be hod often in hia monQi, that 
"money kept longer than three days stioka." So he 
made nae of it while it was ftesh. A good part he drank 
away (for he was an exoellent toss-pot) ; some he gave 
away, the teat ho threw away, literally tossing and hnri- 
ing it violently from bim — as boys do burs, or as If it 
had been infeotions — into ponds, or ditches, or deep 
holes, inBomtahle cavities of the earth ; or he woold 
bnry it (where he wonld never seek it again) by a river's 
aide nnder some bank, which (he would facetionsly ob- 
serve) paid no interest — hat outway from him it most 
go peremptorily, as Hagar's offspring into the wilder- 
ness, while it waa sweet. He never missed it. The 
atreams were perennial which fed his Sso. When new 
anpplies became necessary, the first person that had the 
felidty to fall in with him, friend or Htrsnger, waa snre 
to eontribnte to tho deficiency. For Bigod had an wtde- 
nvAlt way with him. He had a cheerfal, open exterior, 
a quick, jovial eye, a bald forehead, jost touched with 
gray (etma jtde^. He anticipated no excuse, and found 
none. And, waiving for a while my theory as to the 
great rate, I wonld pat it to the most nDtheorizing read- 
er, who may at tiroes have disposable coin in his pocket, 
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whether It is not more repugnant to tbe kindlineBs of hia 
natnre to r^ee snclt a one u I am desoribing, than to 
uf no to a poor petitionary ri^^e (jronr boetard bor- 
rower), wfao, by his mnmpiDg Tisnonif , tells jon that be 
eipaoti nothing better; and, therefore, vh(»e preoon- 
oeived notions and expeotations 70D do in realit; so 
mnoh leH shook In the refusal. 

When I think of this man ; his flery glow of heart ; 
his swell of feeling; howmagnifioent, howiiAiJhe was; 
how great at &e midnight honr; and when I compare 
with him the oom[>anioiu with whom I have associated 
since, I gmdge the saving of a few idle dnoats, and thinlt 
that I am fallen into the soeietj of leTtden and Uttle 

To one like Zlla, whose treamres are rather cased in 
leather ooTers than closed in iron coffers, there is a class 
of alienators more formidsble than that which I have 
tonobed upon ; I mean your bomntfn of booht—thoati 
mntilators of ot^eetJons, spoilers of the symmetry of 
shelves, and oteators of odd volnm^s. There is Oomber- 
batoh, matchless tn hia depredations ! 

That fonl gap in the bottom shelf fooing yon, like a 
groat eye-tooth knocked ont — (yon are now with me in 
my little back gtndy in Bloomebnry, reader I) — with the 
huge Switzer-like tomes on each ride (like l^e GmldhsU 
giants, in their reformed postnre, gaardaat of aotliing), 
onoe held the tallest of my folios, Optra Sonajtenturm, 
choice and massy divinity, to which its two supporters 
(school divinity also, but of a lesser calibre— Bellannine, 
and Holy Thomas) showed bat as dwarfs — itself an 
Asoapart I~~Mat Oomherbatoh abstracted npon the fUth 
of a theory he holds, which is more easy, I confess, for 
me to sofier by than to refnte, namely, that "the title 
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to property in a book (my Bonaventora, for mstftDce) is 
in ezact ratio to the olaimant's powers of Tindentandu^ 
And appreciating the same." Shonld be go on acting 
upon thifl theory, which of onr shelves is safe t 

The slight Taoanm in the left-hand ease — two ahelvei 
from the ceiling— scarcely dirtingniBhahle bat by the 
qnick eye of a loser — was irhilom the oommodions rest- 
ing-place of Brown on Urn Barial. 0. will hardly al- 
lege that he knows more abont that treatise th&n I do, 
who introdnced it to hira, and was, indeed, the first (of 
the moderos) to disoorer its beaoties — bat bo hare I 
known a foolish lover to praise his mistress in the pres- 
ence of a rival more qnalifled to carry her off than him- 
self. Jast below, Dodsley's dramas want their fourth vol- 
ume, where Vittoria Oorombona isl The reminder 
nine are as distasteful as Priam's refose sons, when the 
Fatea iorroietd Hector. Here stood the Anatomy of 
Uelanoholy, in sober state. There loitered the Complete 
Angler ; qaiet as in life, by some stream-side. In yonder 
nook, John Bancle, a widower - volume, with "eyea 
closed," monms hie ravished mate. 

One jnstioe I mnst do my friend, that if he sometimes, 
like the sea, sweeps away a treasnre, at another time, 
sea-like, he throws np as rich an equivalent to match it. 
I have a small nnder-collection of this nature (my friend's 
gatherings in his various calls), picked np, he has forgot- 
ten at what odd places, and depodted with as little mem- 
ory at mine. I take in these orphans, the twioe deserted. 
These proselytes of the gate are welcome as the tm* He- 
brews. There they stand in conjunction; natives and 
naturalized. The latter seem as little disposed to inquire 
oat their tme lineage as I am..— I charge no warehouse- 
room for these deodandi , nor shall ever pat myself to 
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the nngentlemaulj troable of advertising a sale of them 
to paj expenBea. 

To loM & To]Dme to 0. oarrisB some sense and mean- 
ing in it. Yon are snre tliat he will make one heartj 
meal on your viands, if he oan give no aoconnt of the 
platter after it. Bnt irhat moved thee, wayward, spite- 
ful E., to be BO importaaate to carrj oft with thee, in 
fipite of tears and adjurations to thee to forbear, the 
Letters of that prinoelj woman, the tbrioe noble Mar- 
garet Newoastiet— knowing at the tdme, toA Icnowing 
that I knew, also, then most assnTedly wooldat never 
torn over one leaf of the iUnstiions folio^what but the 
mere spirit of cod trad iotiun, and ohildisb love ot getting 
the better of thy friend ?— Then, worst cat of all ! to 
transport it with thee to the Gellican land — 

" Unworthy land to harbor such a sweetness, 
A virtue in which all ennobling thoughts dwelt. 
Pure thoughts, kind thoughts, high thoughts, her sex's wonderl " 

— hadst then not thy play-boois, and books of jests and 
ffincies, aboat thee, to keep thee merry, even as thou 
keepest all companies with thy quips and mirthful tales? 
Ohild of the green-room, it was nnkittdly done of theo. 
Thy wife, too, that part-French, better-part English- 
woman! — that sfttf could fix npon no other treatise to 
bear away, in kindly token of rememlwring us, than the 
works of Fnlke Greville, Lord Brook — of which no 
Frenchman, nor woman of France, Italy, or England, 
was ever by nature constituted to comprehend a tittlel — 
Wa* there not ZimmeTmann on SoHtade f 

Reader, if haply thou art blessed with a moderate 
collection, he shy of showing it; or if thy heart over- 
floweth to lend tbem, lend thy hooks; bnt let it be to 
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■Doh a one as S. T. 0. — he will retnm tbem (generally 
antioipating the time appointed) with usurj; enriched 
with annotations tripling their value. I have had expe- 
rience. MttOj of these precioos HSS. of hi* — (in matter 
oftentamee, and almost in qvantit}/ not nnfreqaentlj, 
Tjing with the originals) in no Terj clerkly hand — legi- 
ble in mj Daniel; inoldBnrton; in Sir Thomas Browne; 
and those abstruaer cogitations of the OrcTille, now, 
daal wandering in Pagan lande.— I oonnael thee, shot 
not thy heart, nor thy library, against 8, T, 0. 



NEW-YEAE'8-EVE. 

Etbbi! man hath two birthdays; two d^s, at least, 
in every year, which set him upon revolving the lapse of 
time, as it affeota his mortal duration. The one is that 
which in an especial manner he termeth hu. In the 
gradual desnetude of old observances, thia castom of 
solemnizing oar proper birthday hath nearly passed 
away, or is left to children, who reflect nothing at all 
about the matter, nor understand anything in it beyond 
cake and orange. Bnt the birth of a New Year is of an 
interest too wide to be pretermitted by king or cobbler. 
No one ever regarded the first of January with indiffer- 
ence. It is that from which all date their time, and 
count npon what is left It is the nativity of oar com- 
mon Adam. 

Of all sound of all beUs—bells, the muuo nicest 
bordering upon heaven — moat solemn and touching is 
the peal which rings ont the Old Year. I never heard 
it without a gathering-np of my mind to a ooncentration 
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of all tbe images tliat have beea difFosed over the past 
twelvemonth; all I have done or suffered, performed or 
neglected, in that regretted time. I bef^n to know its 
worth, as when a person dies. It takes a personal color; 
nor was it a poetical flight in a coutemporarj when he 
exol aimed — 

" I saw the skirts of the departing year." 

It is no more than what, in sober sadness, every one 
of hb seems to be consoious of, in that awful leare-takii^. 
I am sure I felt it, and all felt it with me, last night; 
thoDgh some of m; oompanions affected rather to mani- 
fest an exhilaration at the birth of the coming jear, than 
anj very tender regrets for the decease of ita prede- 
cessor. Bat I am none of those who — 

"Welcome the coming, speed the parting guest." 

I am natarallj, beforehand, sby of noTellJefl: new 
books, new faces, new years — ttota some mental twist 
which makes it difficult in me to face the prospective. 
I have almost ceased to hope ; and am sangnine only in 
the prospects of other (former) yeara. I plunge int« 
foregone visions and oonclnsions. I enoonnter pell-mell 
with past disqipointments. I am armor-proof against 
old disoonragements. I forgive, or overcome in fancy, 
old adversaries. I play over again /or Icte, as the game- 
sters phrase it, games for which I once paid so dear. I 
would scarce now have any of those nntoward accidenta 
and events of my life reversed, I would no more alter 
them than the incidents of some well-contrived novel. 
Uethinks it is better that I should have pined sway sev- 
en of my goldonest years, when I was thrall to the fair 
hair and fairer eyes of Alioe W — n, than that so passion- 
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ate & loTe-adreatore ahonld he lost. It was better tbat 
onr famil; should have miBsed that legao; whioh old 
Dorrell cheated as of, than that I should have at this 
moment two tbonsond poands in ianoo, and be witiiout 
the idea of that speoioDs old rogne. 

In a degree beneath manhood, it is ray tnfiinnitf to 
look back upon those early days. Do I advance a para- 
dox when I say that, skipping over the intervenUoa of 
forty years, a man may have leave to love himttif, 'witb- 
ont the impntation of self-love t 

If 1 know anght of myself, do one whose mind is in- 
tro!^>ective — and mine ia painfully so — oaa have a less 
respect for his present identity than I have for the man 
Elia. 1 know him to be light and vain and hamorsome ; 
a notorious ; addicted to ; averse from coun- 
sel, neither taking it nor offering it ; bendes ; a 

stammering bnffoon— what yon will, lay it on and spare 
not : I subscribe txt it all, and much more than thon 
canst be willing to lay at his door; but for the child 
Elia, that " other me " there in the background, I must 
take leave to cherish the remembrance of that young 
master, with as little reference, I protest, to this stupid 
changeling of five-aad-fort;y as if it had been a child of 
some other house and not of my parents. I can cry over 
its patient small-pox at five and rougher mendicaments. 
I can lay its poor fevered head upon the sick-pillow at 
Ohrist's, and wske with it in snrprise at the gentle post- 
ure of maternal tenderness hanging over it, that un- 
known had watched its sleep. I know bow it shrank 
from say the least color of falsehood. Ood help thee, 
Elia, how art thou obanged I Thou art sophisticated. 
I know how honest, how courageous (for a weakling), 
it was — how Teutons, how imaginative, how bopefiill 
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From what have I not fallen, it the child I rememlMr 
was indeed myself — and not som« dieaembling gaardian 
preaentiDg a false identity to fpve the rnle to my nn- 
praotiaed steps and regulate the tone of my moral being I 

That I am fond of indulging, beyond a hope of sym- 
pathy, in such retroBpecUon, may be the symptom of 
some sickly idiosyncrasy. Or, is it owing to another 
cause : simply that, being withoot wife or family, I have 
not learned to project myself enough out of myself; 
and, having no offspring of ray own to dally with, I 
turn back npon memory, and adopt my own early idea 
as my heir and fsvorite i If these speculatjona seem 
fantaatioal to thee, reader (a busy man, perchance), if I 
tread out of the way of thy sympathy, and am siagalar- 
ly conceited only, I retire, impenetrable to ridlonle, un- 
der the phantom-oload of £lia. 

The elders, with whom I was brought up, were of a 
cbaraoter not likely to let slip the saored obserrance of 
any old institution : and the ringing out of the old year 
was kept by them with circamstanoes of peculiar cere- 
mony. — In those days the sound of those midnight 
chimes, though it seemed to raise hilarity in all aroond 
me, never failed to bring a train of pensive imagery 
into my fancy. Yet I then scarce conceived what it 
meant, or thought of it as a reckoning that concerned 
me. Not childhood alone, hot the yoong man till Qiirty, 
never feels practically that he is mortal. He knows it, 
indeed, and, if need were, ho could preach a homUy on 
the fragility of life ; but he brings it not home to him- 
self, any more than in a hot June we can appropriate to 
oar imagination the freezing days of December. But 
now — shall I confess a trnth? — I feel these audits bnt 
too powerfully. I begin to count the probabHiUes of 
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m7 duration, and to grudge at the expenditure of mo- 
menta and ihortest periods, like misers' fartliinga. Id 
proportion as the ^ean both lessen and shorten, I set 
more coont npon their periods, and wonld fain \a,y mj 
inefieotoel finger npon the q>oke of the great wheel. I 
am not content to pass awa; " like a weaver's shuttle." 
Those metaphors solace me not, nor sweeten tlie unpal- 
atable dranght of mortalitj. I care not to be carried 
with the tide, that smoothl; bears human life to eter- 
nitj; and reluct at the inevitable conrse of destiny. I 
am in love with this green earth, the face of town and 
country, the unspeakable rural aolitudes, end the sweet 
securit; of streets. I would set up my tabernacle here. 
I am content to stand still at the age to which I am ar- 
rived, I and my friends, to be no younger, no richer, no 
handsomer. I do not want to be weaned by age, or 
drop, like mellow fmit, as thoy say, into the grave. — 
Any alteration, on this earth of mine, in diet or in lodg- 
ing, puzzles and discomposes me. My household gods 
plant a terrible flsed foot, and are not rooted up with- 
out blood. They do not willingly seek Laviniau shores. 
A sew state of being staggers me. 

Sun, and sky, and breeze, and solitary walks, and 
summer hoUdays, and the greenness of fields, and the 
delicious juices of meats and Sshea, and society, and the 
cheerfol glass, and oandle-li^t, and fireside conversa- 
tions, and innocent vanities and jests, and ironj/ iUelf— 
do these things go out with life ! 

Can a ghost laugh or shake his gannt rides, wlien yon 
ere pleasant with him ? 

And you, my midnight darlings, iliy Folios! must I 
part with the intense delight of having yon (huge arm- 
fuls) in my embraces t Must knowledge come to me, if 
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it come at aU, by Boin« awkward experiment of !□- 
tnition, and no lon^r by this familiar prooosa of read- 
ing? 

Sball I enjoy fHendabipa there, wanting the smiling 
indications which point me to them here— the recogniza- 
ble face — the "ewaet assnranoe of a look" — t 

la winter thb intolerable dinnclination to dying— to 
give it ita mildest name — does more especially hannt and 
beset me. In a genial Aagnst noon, beneath a swelter- 
ing sky, death is almost problematic. At those times do 
tneh poor snakes as myself eitjoy an immortality. Then 
we expand and burgeon. Then we are as strong again, 
as valiant again, as wise again, and a great deal taller. 
The blast that nips and shrinks me, pata me in thongbta 
of death. AllthiDgs allied to the Insabstantial, wait apon 
that maater-feeling; oold, numbness, dreams, perplexity; 
moonlight itself, with its shadowy and spectral appear- 
auoea — that oold gbost of the son, or Phcebns's sickly 
sister, like that immtritions one denonnoed in the Canti- 
cles — I am none of her minions — I bold with the Per- 

. Whatever thwarts, or pots me ont of my way, brings 
death into my mind. All parlaal evils, like hnmors, run 
into that capital plagne-sore. — I have heard some profeaa 
an indifference to life. Snch hul the end of tbeir exist- 
ence as a port of refuge; and speak of the grave as of 
some soft arms, in which they may slnmher as on a pil- 
low. Some have wooed death — bat out npon thee, I say, 
thou foal, ugly phantom I I detest, abhor, execrate, and 
(with Friar John) give thee to sixscora thousand devils, 
as in no instance to be excnsed or tolerated, bat shmmed 
as a nniversal viper; to be branded, proscribed, and 
spoken evO of! In no way can I be bronght to digest 
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t^iee, thon tibln, melanoholj Prhatitm, or more frlglitfiil 
and confoandiog Potitite ! 

Those Bntidotes, preecribed against the fear of tfaee, 
are altogether frigid and inaalting, lika thjself. For 
what Mtisfaction hath a man, that he ahall "lie down 
vith bingi and emperora in death," who in his lifetime 
never greatly coveted the society of snob bedfellows? — 
or, forsooth, that "so shall the fwreat face appear t"— 
why, to comfort me, mnat Alice W — n be a goblin? 
More than all, I oonoeive disgust at those impertinent 
and misbecoming familiarities, inscribed apon yonr ordi- 
nary tombftones. Every dead man mast take upon him- 
self to be lecturing me with his odiong tmism, that 
" Such as he now is I must shurtly be." Not so shortly, 
friend, perhaps as thon imaginest. In the mean time I 
am alive. I move about. I am worth twenty of thee. 
Know thy l>etter8 1 Thy New-Ye»w'-dajs are paat. I 
sarviva, a jolly oandidate for 1831. Another onp of wine 
— and while that turncoat bell, that jnst now moumfally 
chanted the obsequies of 1B20 departed, with changed 
notes lustily rings la a successor, kt ns attnne to its peal 
the song made on a like occasion, by hearty, cheerful 
Ur. Cotton : 

" Hark, the cock crows, snd yon bright star 

Tells ns, the day himselfs not fsr ; 
And see where, breaking from the night. 
He gilds the western MIU with light. 
With blm old Janus doth appear. 
Peeping Into the future year, 
With Budi a look as seems to say. 
The prospect is not good thai way. 
Thus do we rise ill s^ta to see, 
And 'gdnst oarselves to proplwty \ 
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When the prophetic fear of things 

A more tormenting tnisohief bringa, 

Uore full of Boul-tonnenting gall 

Than dii«flt miwUefB caa befkll. 

But Bta; 1 but sta; I methinlu mj aigbt, 

Bettor informed bj clearer iight, 

Discern! Bereaeoess Id that brow, 

Tliat all contracted seemed but non. 

His rerened face ma; Bbow distaste, 

And frown apon the ills are past ; 

Bat thnt wbicb this wa; looks is clear, 

And smiles upon the Kew-bom Year. 

He looks too from a place eo blgb, 

The Tear lies open to his eye ; 

And all the moments open are 

To the exact discoverer. 

Tet more and more he Bmllcs upon 

like happf rerolation. 

Why should we then suspect or (car 

The iuflaences of a year 1 

So smiles upon us the first mom, 

And speaks os good so toon as bom; 

Plague on't t the last was ill enough. 

This cannot bat make better proof ; 

Or, at the worst, as we brushed throagh 

The last, why Bo we maj this too ; 

And then the next in reason should 

Be Bopereicellently good : 

For the worst ills (we diul; see) 

HaTe no more perpetuity 

Than the best fortunes that do fall j 

Which also bring us wherewithal 

Longer their being to support, 

Than those do of the other sort : 
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And who bu one good jear in three. 
And jet repines kt deetiny, 
Appears uogratef uI in the coBe, 
And merits not the good be has. 
Then let na velcome the New Gnest 
With lust; bntnmcrB of the best : 
Hirth alwajs should Qood Fortune meet, 
And renders e'en Disaster sweet ; 
And though the Princess turn bee back, 
Let ns but line ourselres with sack, 
We better shall by far bold out. 
Till the next Year she face about" 

How toy 7011, reader— do not these verses emaok of 
tlie roagh magDUiimitj of the old English vein! Do 
they not fortif; like a cordial ; enlargiiiK the heart, and 
prodaotire of sweet blood, and generooB spirits, in the 
oonoootionl Where be those pnling fears of death, just 
now expressed or affected? — Passed like a dond — ab- 
sorbed in the parging sonlight of dear poetry— dean 
washed awaj b; a wave of genaine Helioon, your ooly 
Spa for these hjpoohondries. — And now another oDp of 
the generous! and a mtarj New Tear, and many of 
them, to 700 ail, my maatera! 



MRS. BATTLE'S OPINIONS ON WHIST. 

" A OLXAB fire, a clean hearth, and tbe rigor of the 
game." This was the celebrated wtiA of old Sarah Battle 
(now with God), who, next to her devotions, loved & 
good game of whist. She was none of yonr tnkewarm 
gamesters, yonr bulf-end-half pbyers, who have no oh- 
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jeclion to take a hani], if 70a want ona to make np a 
robber ; who affirm that the^ have do pleasnre in win- 
ning; that they like to win one game and loae another; 
that they can while swaj an hour very agreeably at a 
card-table, but are indifferent whether they play or no; 
and will dedre an adversary, who has slipped a wrong 
card, to take it op and play another. Theae insufferable 
trifiers are the onrse of a table. One of these fliei will 
spoil a whole pot Of saeh it may be aaid that they do 
not play at cards, bat only play at playing at them. 

Sarah Battle was none of that breed. She detested 
them, as I do, from her heart and sonl, and woold not, 
save npon a striking emergency, willingly seat herself at 
the same table with them. She loved a thorongh -paced 
partner, a determined enemy. She took and gave no 
ooDcesrions. She hated favors. She never made a re- 
voke, not ever pa»ed it over in her adversary without 
exacting the utmost forfeitnra. She fonght a good fight : 
out and thrust. She held not her good sword (her cards) 
"like a dancer." She sat bolt upright, and neither 
showed yon her cards nor desired to see yonrs. All 
people have their blind ude — their snperstitions ; and I 
have heard her declare, nnder the rose, that hearts was 
her favorite suit. 

r never in my life — and I knew Sarah Battle many 
of the best years of it — saw her take out her snnff-boz 
when it was her torn to play ; or snaff a candle in the 
middle of a game ; or ring for a servant tilt it was fairly 
over. She never introduced, or connived at, miscellane- 
ona conversation daring its process. As she emphati- 
cally observed, cards were cards; and if I oversaw on- 
mingled distaste in her fine last-century coanteoanoe, it 
was at the aira of a yoong gentleman of a literary tnm. 
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who had been with difficaltf peranaded to taka a band ; 
and who, in his excess of candor, declared that he 
thooghc there was no liarm m anbending the mind now 
and then, after serious studies, in recreations of that 
kind ! She coold not bear to have her noble occnpadon, 
to which she wonnd np her faculties, considered in that 
light. It was her bnmness, her dntj, the thing abe came 
into the world to do — and abe did it. She nnbent her 
mind afterward, over a book. " TJ^ 

Fope was her fovorite author; his "Bape of the 
Lock " her favorite work. She once did me the favor to 
plaj over with me (with the carda) hit oelebrated game 
of ombre in that poem ; and to explain to me bow far it 
agreed with, and in what points it would be fonad to 
differ from, tradrille. Her illustrationB were apposite 
and poignant; and I had the pleasore of sending the 
snbstanoe of them to Mr. Bowles; bat I anppose they 
came too kte to be inserted among his ingenious notes 
upon that aathor. 

Quadrille, she has often told me, was her first love ; 
but whist had engaged her matnrer esteem. The for- 
mer, abe said, was showy and specioas, and likely to 
allure yonng persons. The nnoertainty and qnick shift- 
ing of partners — a thing which the constancy of whist 
abhors ; the dazzling supremacy and regal investiture of 
spadille — absurd, as she justly observed, in the pure aris- 
tocracy of whist, where bis crown and garter give him 
no proper power above his brother nobility of the aces ; 
the giddy vamty, so taking to the inexperienced, of play- 
ing alone ; above all, the overpowering attractions of a 
San» Ptendre Vale — to the trinmph of which there is 
certainly nothing parallel or approaching in the contin- 
gencies of whist — sU these, she would say, make qnad- 
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rille A game of ceptiTstion to the yonag and enthauaatio. 
Bat whist was the soHder |(ame — that was her word. It 
wag a long meal ; not, like quadriJle, a feast of snatchei. 
One or two robbers might coextend in dnrntiou with an 
evening. Thef gave time to form rooted friendships, to 
cultivate ateadj enmities. She despised the ohanoe- 
started, capricious, and eTer-flnctnating alliasoes of the 
other. The skirmisbes ot quadrille, she would say, re- 
minded her of the pettj, ephemeral embroilmenta of the 
little Italian states, depicted bj Uachiavel: perpetuallj 
changing postures and connections; bitter foes to-daj, 
SDgared darlings to-morrow ; kts^ng and scratching in a 
breath ; bat the ware of whist were comparable to the 
long, steady, deep-rooted, rational antipathies of the 
great French and Englisli nations. 

A grave simplicity was what she chiefly admired in 
her favorite game. There was nothing ully in it, like 
the nob in oribbage — nothing superfluous. No flushes — 
that most irrational of all pleas that a reasonable being 
can set up I — that any one shonld claim four by virttte of 
holding cards of the same mark and color, without ref- 
erence to the pla3ring of the game, or the individual 
worth or pretensions of the cards themselves! She 
held this to beasoleoiam; as pitiful anambition at cards 
as alliteration is in authorship. She despised superfici- 
ality, and looked deeper than the colors of things. Suits 
were soldiers, she wonid say, and mnst have a oniform- 
ilj at ray to distinguish them ; but what shoold we say 
to a fooUsh squire, who shoold didm a merit from 
dressing np his tenantry in red jackets, that never were 
to be marshaled — never to take the field t She even 
wished that whist were more simple than it is; and, in 
my mind, would have stripped it of some appendages, 

Cnoylc 
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which, in the itate of hnman frailtT', m&j be TeniHll;, 
and even aommendably, allowed of. She mw no reason 
for the deciding of the tramp bj the torn of the card. 
Why not one Bnit alwaTfl tmmpHt Why two colors, 
when the mark of the Boita wonld hare snffidently dia- 
tingaished them without itt 

"Bnt the eye, my dear madam, la agreeably re- 
flreabed with the rariety. Man is not a oreatare of 
pore reasMi — he mast have his Hnaea deligbtfally ap- 
pealed to. We see it in Roman Oatiiolla oonutries, 
where the mnaio and the paintings draw in many to 
worship, whom ybnr Qaaker spirit of nnsensualizing 
wonld have kept out. Yon yourself have a pretty col- 
lection of punting»— bnt confess to me, whether walk- 
ing in yoor gallery at Sandham, among those dear Van- 
dykes, or among tbe Paal Potters in the anteroom, you 
ever felt jonr bosom glow with an elegant delight, at all 
oompaTabJe to that von have it in yonr power to expe- 
rience most evenings over a well-arranged assortment of 
the oonrt-oardst — the pretty antic habits, like heralds in 
B, procession— the gay, triumph- oaauriog Hcarleta— the 
contrasting, deadly-killing sables — the ' hoary majesty of 
spades ' — Pam in all bis glory ! 

"All these might be dispensed with ; and with their 
naked names npon tbe drab pasteboard, tbe game might 
go on very well, piotoreless. But tbe heamtf/ of cards 
wonld be extingnished forever. Stripped of all that is 
imaginative in them, they mast d^enerate into mere 
gambling. Ima^e a dnll, deal board, or dmm-head, to 
spread them on, instead of that nice verdant carpet (next 
to Nature's), fittest arena for those oonrtly combatants to 
play their gallant jonsts and tonmeys in t Exchange 
those delieately-tnmed ivory markers — (work of Chinese 
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artist, nnooQBoions of their gymbol, or aa profanely 
Bligbting their trne application aa tbe airanteat Sphesian 
journeyman that tnmed out those little shrines for tbe 
goddess) — exchange them for little hits of leather (our 
ancestors' money), or chalk and a slate I " 

The old lady, with a smile, confessed the sonndhess 
of my logic ; and to her approbation of my at^punenta 
on her farorite topio that ereuiDg, I have always fancied 
myself indebted for the legacy ot a onrions cribbage- 
board, made of the finest Sienna marble, which her ma- 
ternal micle (old WiCter Flomer, whom I have elsewhere 
celebrated) bronght with him from Florence: this, and 
a trifle of fire hondred poanda, carae to me at her death. 

The former beqnest (whicli I do not least value) I 
haye kept with religions care; thongb she herself, to 
confess the troth, was never greatly taken with crib- 
bage. It was an essentially vnlgar game, I have beard 
her say — diapoting with her nndo, who was very par- 
Uei to it. She ooold never heartily bring her month to 
prononnoe " &o," or " Tkat'i a go." She called it on 
nngrammatioal game. The pe^ng teased her. I once 
knew her to forfeit a robber (a flve-dollar atako), be- 
oanse she would not takeadvantage of the tarn-np knave 
which wonid have given it her, bnt which she mnst 
have olumed by the disgracefiil tennre of declaring " two 
,fitr hit heelt." There ia something extremely genteel in 
this sort of self-denial. Sarah Battle was a gentlewoman 
bom. 

Fiqnet she held the best game at the cards for two 
persons, thongh she wonld ridicule the pedantry of tbe 
terms— Emch aa piqne — repiqoo— tbe capot— they savored 
(she thoaght) of affectation. Bnt games for two, or even 
Uiree, she never greatly cared for. She loved the qoad- 
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rate, or Bqaara. Sho would argae thns : Cards are war- 
fare ; the ends are gaiD^ with glorj. Bnt corda are war, 
in disgnise of a iport: when single adversaries encoan- 
ter, the ends proposed are too palpable. Bj themselTeg 
it is too close a fight ; with spectators it is not mnoh bet- 
tered. No looker-on oan be interested, exoept for a bet, 
and then it is a mere sfFair of money ; he oaree not for 
fODr Inck »]/mpathetitally, or for jour play. — Three are 
atiU worse; a mere naked war of everr man aghast 
everj man, as in oribbage, without league or alliance; 
or a rotation of petty and contradictory interests, a bdo- 
oessioD of heartless leagues, and not mndh more hearty 
infractions of them, as in tradrille. — Bat in square games 
($he mtant ahUt)^ all that is possible to be attained in 
oard-playing is acoomplisbed. There are the iDcentiTes 
of profit with honor, common to every epooies— though 
the latttr can be bnt very imperfectly enjoyed in tbose 
other games, where the spectator is only feebly a partici- 
pator. But the parties in whist are speotatore and prin- 
oipals too. They are a. theatre to themselves, and a 
looker-on Is not wanted. He is rather worse than noth- 
ing, and an impertinence. Vhist abhors neutrality, or 
interests beyond its sphere. Ton glory in some surpris- 
ing stroke of skill or fortane, not because a cold — or 
even an interested^ — by-stander witnesses it, bnt becanee 
yonr parlntv sympathizes iu the oontingenoy. You win 
for two. Yon triumph tor two. Two are exalted. Two 
again are mortlQed; which divides their disgrace, as the 
oonjnnotion doubles (by taking off the inridioosness) 
yonr glories. Two losing to two are better reconciled 
than one to one in that close butchery. The hostile 
feeling is weakened by mnltiplying the channels. War 
becomes a oivU game. — ^By snoh reasonings as tltesa the 
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old lady was aoonatomed to defend her favorite pas- 
time. 

So induoemBut ooold ever prevail npoB her to plsj 
at asj gamo, where ohanoe entered into the oomposition, 
/or nothing, Ohance, she would argue — and here again 
admire the anbtletj of her oonoluaion — chance is nothing, 
bat where aomething else depends npon it. ItisobTlons 
that oannot be glory. What ration^ cause of exultation 
oonld it give to a man to tnm up size ace a hnndred 
times together by fa imseif ? or before spectators, where no 
stake is depending? — Make a lottery of a hnndred thon- 
sand tickets with but one fortnaate nnmber — and what 
possible principle of oar nature, except stnpid wonder- 
ment, oonld it gratify to gain that number as many times 
successively, withoat a prize? Therefore, she disliked 
the mixtnre of chance in backgammon, where it was not 
played for money. She called it foolish, and those peo- 
ple idiots, who were taken with a lucky hit under such 
circumstances. Games of pure skill were as little to her 
fancy. Played for a stake, they were a mere syatem of 
overreaching. Played for glory, they were a mere set- ' 
ting of one man's wit — his memory, or corabinataon- 
faoulty rather — against another's; lite a mock-'engago- 
ment at a roview, bloodless and proStloss. She could 
not conceive a game wanting the apritely infasion of 
ohanoe, the handsome excuses of good fortune. Two 
people playing at chess In a corner of a room, while 
whist was stirring in the centre, would inspire her with 
insufferable horror and mnui. Those well-cut aimili- 
tndes of Oastlos, and Knights, the imager;/ of the board, 
she would argne (and I think in this case justly), were 
entirely misplaced and senseless. Those hard head-con- 
tests can in no instance ally with the fancy. They re- 
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jeot form and color. A penoil nod dry iloto (ilie ased 
to sa;) wero the proper arena for lach oombataata. 

To thoBO pirn; objectors against cards, as Durtnring 
the had pasdons, she would retort that man is a gaming 
animaL He mnst be always trying to get the better in 
sometbii^ or other ; that tbis paaeion eon scarcely be 
more safely expended than npon a game at cards ; bbit 
cards are a temporary illusion ; in tnitb, a mere drams ; 
for we do bnt ploy at bdng mightily ooaoemed, vhere 
a fevr idle shillings are at stake ; yet, daring the iUosion, 
ve art as mightily cono«iked as those whose stake is 
crowns and kingdoms. They are a sort of dream-figbt- 
Ingl mnoh ado; great battling, and little bloodsbedj 
mighty means for disproportion ed eads ; qalte as divert- 
ing, and a great deal more innozions, than many of those 
more serions gamei of life, whioh men play, without es- 
teeming them to be snob. 

With great deference to the old lady's judgment in 
these matters, I think I have experienced eome moments 
in my life, when playing at cards Jbr noting baa even 
been agreeable. When I am in sioknesa, or not in the 
best spirits, I sometimes call for the cards, and play a 
game at piquet /or love with my coann Bridget — Bridget 
Illia. 

I grant there is aometbing sneaking in it ; bnt with a 
toothache, or a sprained ankle — when yon are subdned 
and bomble — yon are glad to pnt up with an inferior 
spring of action. 

There is such a thing in nature, I am oonrinoed, as 

I grant it ia not the highest style of man— I deprecate 
' the monea of Sarah Battle — ahe lives not, alas ! to whom 
I should qiolo^ze. 
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At Bocb times, those tarmt which my old friend ob- ■ 
jeoted to, oome in as aomethiag admissihle, — I love to 
get & tieroe or a qaatorze, though they mean nothing. 
I am BOhdued to an inferior interest. Those shadows of 
winning amase me. 

That last game I had with my sveet cousin (I oapot- 
ted her) — (dare I tell thee, how foolish I am !) — I wished 
it might hare lasted forever, thongh we gained nothing, 
and lost nothing, thongh it was a mere shade of play : I 
would be content to go on in that idle folly forever. 
The pipkin shonld he ever boiling, that was to prepare 
the gentle lenitive to my foot, which Bridget was doomed 
to apply after the game was over : and, as I do not mnch 
relish appliances, there it shonld ever babble. Bridget 
and I shonld be ever playing. 



A CHAPTER ON EARS. 

I B&TB no ear. — 

Mistake me not, readei^-nor imag^e that I un- by 
natnre destitnte of those exterior twin appendages, hang- 
ing ornaments, and (architectnrally speaking) handsome 
Tolntes to the human capital. Better my mother had 
never borne me. — I am, I think, rather delicately than 
oopiongly provided with those oondaita ; and I feel no 
disposition to enry the male for his plenty, or the mole 
for her exactness, in those ingenioos labyrinthine inlets 
— those indispensable Bide-intelligenoers. 

Neither have I inonrred, or done anything to inonr, 
with Defoe, that hideona disflgnrement, which constrained 
him to draw npon assoianoe — to fyd " qnite unabashed," 
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end at ease upon that article. I was never, I thank my 
Btars, in the pUIor/ ; nor, if I read them arigbt, is it 
within the compass of mj destiny that I ever shonld be. 

When, therefore, I say that I have no ear, yon will 
nnderatand me to mean— ;^ mvtie. To aay that this 
heart never melted at the concord of sweet soands, would 
be a fonl self -libel. " Water parUd fi-om thttta" never 
fails to move it strangely. So does " In infaney." Bnt 
they were nsed to be sung at her harpsichord (the old- 
fashioned instrument in vogne in those days) by a gentle- 
woman-~the gentlest, snre, that ever merited the appel- 
lation — the sweetest — why shonld I hesitate to name 

Mrs. S , onoe the blooming Fanny Westberal of the 

Temple — who bad power to thrill the soul of Elta, small 
imp as he was, even in his long coats, and to make him 
glow, tremble, and blnsh with a pasnon, that not faintly 
indicated the day-spring of that absorbing sentiment 
which was afterward destined to overwhelm and anbdue 
bis natore quite for Alice W n. 

I even think that aentinientalh/ I am disposed to har- 
mony. But organically I am incapable of a tone. I 
have been practising " Qod lave the Sing" all my life; 
whistiing and hnmming it over to myself tn solitary cor- 
ners ; and am not yat arrived, they tell me, within many 
quavers of it. Yet hath the loyalty of Elia never been 
impeached. 

I am not without suspicion, that I have an nndevel- 
oped faculty of mnsio within me. For tbmmming, in 
my mild way, on my friend A.'s piano, the other morn- 
ing, whOe he was engaged in an a^oining parlor — on 
his return he was pleased to say, "At thought it eould 
not bt th« maid !" On bis first snrprise at hearing the 
keys tonehed is somewhat an airy and masterfol way, 
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not drunuog of me, his BDspioions had lighted on Jenny. 

But a graoe, auatched from a saperior refinement, soon 
O'DDvinced him that Bome being — teohnioall; perhaps de- 
ficient, bat higher informed from a prinoiple oommon to 
all the fine arts — had swayed the keya to a mood which 
Jenny, with all her (leee cultivated) enthnsiaan, conld 
nerer have elicited itova them. I mention this as a proof 
of mj friend'H penetration, and not with any view of 
disparagiDg Jenny. 

ScienliflaaUy I oonld never be made to understand 
(yet have I taken some paine) what a note in mosic is ; 
or how one note should differ from another. Mnoh leKs 
in voices can I distingniah a soprano from a tenor. Only 
sometimes the thorough-bass I contrive to gnees at, from 
its being supereminently harsh and disagreeable. I trem- 
ble, however, for my nisapplicatioa of the simplest terms 
of ihat which I disclaim. While I profess my ignorance, 
I scarce Imovr what to »ay I am ignorant of. I hate, 
perhaps, by misnomers. Soatenuto and adagio stand in 
tbe like relation of obsunrity to ;ae ; and Sal, Fa, Mi, Ee, 
is as colouring as £araUpi«n. '• 

It is hard to stand alone in an age like this — (consti- 
tated to the quick and oritieal perception of all harmoni- 
ous combinations, I verily believe, beyond all preceding 
ages, since Jnbal stumbled upon the gamut) — to remain, 
as it were, singly nnimpressible to the magic inflnenoes 
of an art which is said to have saob an especial stroke 
at soothing, elevating,* and refining the passions. — Tet, 
rather than break the candid current of my confessions, 
I mast avow to yon that I have received a great deal 
more pain than pleasure from this so cried-np faculty. 

I am constitutionally sneoepUble of noises. A oar- 
ponter'a hammer, in a warm summer noon, will fret me 

5 
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into more than midgammer mtKlaesB. Bat those nncoti' 
nected, unset tonnds are nothing to the measured malice 
of mnaio. The ear ie pasBive to those single strokeB; 
villinglj endoring stripea while it hath no task to con. 
To masic it cBDDOt be passire. It will atrive— mine dt 
least will — 'apite of its inaptitode, to thrid the maze; 
like an tmsktUed e;e painf ollj poring upon hien^ljphics. 
I have sat through an Italian Opera, till, for sheer pain, 
and iuexplicahle angaisb, I have rushed ont into the 
noisiest places of the crowded Btreeta, to eolaoe myself 
with aonndB which I was not obliged to follow, and get 
rid of the distracting torment of endless, frmtless, barren 
attention I I take refuge in the onpretending aasemblage 
of honest common-life Bonnds ; and the pnrgatorj of the 
Enraged Unsician becomes mj paradise. 

I have sat at an Oratorio (that profanation of the pur- 
poses of the oheerfnl plajhonae) watching the faces of 
the aaditorj in the pit (what a contrast to Hogarth's 
Laughing Andience I), immovable, or affecting some 
fMiit emotion, till (as some have sud, that our ocoapa- 
tions in the next world will be bat a shadow of what 
delighted na in this) I have imagined mjaelf in some 
oold Theatre in Hades, where some of the forms of the 
earthlj one shoald be kept op, with nooe of the enjoy- 
ment; or like that 



Above all, these insnfferable concertos, and pieces of 
munc, aa the;^ are called, do plague and embitter mj ap- 
prehenuon. Worda are something ; bnt to be ezpoeed 
to an endless battery of mere sonnda; to be long a-dy- 
ing, to lie stretched upon a rack of roses ; to keep ap Ian- 
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guor by naintormitted effort ; to pile hoaey apon angar, 
&ad sugar apon honey, to an interminable, tedioaa sweet- 
neea; to fill np somid with feeling, and strain ideas to 
keep paoe with it; to gaze on empty frames, and he 
forced to moke the pictnreB for jonraelf ; to read a book, 
all $Uyp*, aod he obliged to supply the verbal matter ; to 
indent extempore tragedies to answer to the vague geet- 
nres of an inexplicable, rambling mime — these are taint 
shadows of what I have tindet^ne from a series of the 
ahlest-exeoated pieoea of this empty iTtatrumeatal miuie. 
I deny not that, in the opening of a eonoert, I have 
experienced sometlting vastly lulling and agreeable ; 
afterward foUoweth tlie langaor and the oppression. 
Like that disappointing book in Patmoa; or, like the 
comings on of melancholy, described by Barton, doth 
Uusic make her first insinaating approaches : " Most 
pleasant it is to such as are melancholy given to walk 
alone in some solitary grove, betwixt wood and water, 
by some brook-side, and to meditate npon some delight- 
some and pleasant subject, which shall affect him most, 
amabilU iniania, and menUi gmtUtinw* error, A most 
incomparable delight to baild castles in the atr, to go 
smiling to themselves, acting an infinite variety of parta, 
which they snppose, and strongly imagine, they act, or 
that they see done. So delightsome these toys at first, 
they conld spend whole days and nights withoat sleep, 
even whole years in anch oontemplations and fantastical 
meditations, which are like so many dreams, and will 
hardly he drawn from them — winding and unwinding 
themselves as so many clocks, and stnll pleasing their 
humors until at last the BOBmt tubns upon a. susden, and 
they being now habitated to saoh meditations and soli- 
tary places, can endace no company, oan think of nothing 
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bnt harsh and distsstefiil Bnbjacts. Fear, sorrow, suepi- 
oion, lubnutietu pudor, discontent, cares, and weariness 
of life, surprise them on a sudden, and tbej can think 
of notliing else; oontinnally suspecting, no sooner are 
their ejes open, bnt this infernal plague of melanoholj 
s^zeth on tbem and terrifies their soqIb, representing 
some diinnal ot^ect to tbtir minds ; which now, by no 
means, no labor, no persnasions, the^ can avoid, the; 
cannot be rid of, they ossnot resist'' 

Something like this " boene ToaNiMQ " I have eiperl- 
enced at the evening-parties at the hoose of tay good 

Oatholio friend Nm , who, by the aid of a capital 

organ, himself the most finished of plajers, convorts his 
drawing-room into a chapel, bis week-days into 8na- 
dajs, and these latter into minor heaven.* 

When mj friend commences npon one of those sol- 
emn anthems, which peradventore struck upon my heed- 
less ear, rarabling in the ude uslea of the dim Abbey, 
some five-and-thirty years since, waking a new sense, 
and putting a aoul of old religion into my young appre- 
hension — (whether it be tTtat, in which the Psalmist, 
weary of the perseoations of b&d men, wisheth to him- 
self dove's wings; or that othtr, which, with a like 
measnre of sobriety and pathos, tnqnireth by what 
means the yoang man shall best cleanse his mind) — a 
holy oalm pervadeth me. I aro for the time 
— " rapf above eatth, 
And possess jt^s not promised at my birth." 

Bnt when this master of the spell, not content to 
have Idd a soul prostrate, goes on, in his power, to in- 

'Tis lita 
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flict more blias than lies in her capaoitj to reoeivQ, im- 
patient to overcome ber "earthly" with his "heavonl;" 
— still poDiing in, for protracted honri, frrah Tares and 
freah ftom the aea of Boond, or from that in^haoBted 
0«rma» ooean, above which, in trinrnphant progreaa, 
dolphin-seated, ride those ArionB Haydn and Motart, 
with thdr attendant Tritons, Baeh, B««t}unen, and a 
ooontless tribe, whom to attempt to reckon np would 
bnt plange me agun in the deeps — I staler nnder the 
weight of harmony, reeling to and fro at my wits' end ; 
donds, as of frankincense, oppreas me— priests, altars, 
censers, dazzle before me — the genins of M» religion 
hath me in her toils — a shadowy triple tiara invests the 
brow of my friend, late so naked, so ingennons — he is 
Pope, and by him sits, like as in the anomaly of dreams, 
a she-Pope, too, tri-coroneted like himself I — I am oon- 
verted, and yet a Protestant ; at once malUut htretieo- 
rum, and myaelf grand heregiarcli : or three heresies 
oentre in my person : I am Uaroion, Ebion, and Oerin- 
thns — Gog and Magog—what not? — till the coming in 
of the friendly anpper-tray dissipates the figment, and a 
draught of trne Lntheran beer fin whioh chiefly my 
fHend shows himself no bigot) at onoe roconoUes me to 
the rationalities of a pnrer faith, and restores to me the 
genaine, nnterriiying aspects of my pleasant - oonnte- 
nanoed host and hostess. 



ALL-rOOL3'-DAT. 

Tai oompliments of the season to my worthy masters, 
id a merry first of April to us all I 
Many happy retarns of this day to you — and yon — 
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and you. Sir— Da;, never frown, man, nor pnt along face 
upon the matter. Do not we know one anotherl what 
need of oeremonj among friends t we have all a tonch of 
that tame — jon anderstand me — a speok of the motlej. 
Beshrew the man who on eaoh a da; as this, the general 
/etthat, shonld affect to stand aloof. I am none ot those 
sneakers. I am free of the corporation, and care not 
who knows it. He that meete mo in the forest to-daj, 
■hall meet with no wiseacre, I can tell him. Stultvt fum. 
Translate me that, end take the meamog of it to f onrself 
for yonr paina. What 1 man, we hare four quarters of 
the globe on onr side, at the least oompntation. 

Fill as a cup of that sparkling gooseherrf — we will 
drink no wise, melancholy, pohtio port on this day— and 
let OS troll the catch of Amiens — dvc ad m*~-due ad tn« 
— how goes itt — 

" Here ebaU he see 
Oross foots as be." 

Now woald I ^ve a trifle to know historically and 
aatlieatically who was the greatest fool that ever lived. 
I would certainly give him a bnmper. Kairj, of the 
present breed, I think I could without much difficulty 
name you the party. 

Remove yonr cap a little farther, if yon please : it 
hides my bauble. And now each man bestride his hob- 
by, and dnst away his bells to what tone he pleases. I 
will give you, for my part, 

— " The crazy old church-dock, 
And the bewildered chinieB." 

Good Uaster Empedooles, you are welcome. It fs 
long since yon went a sslunander-gatheriDg down Etna. 
Worse than samphire-picking by some odds. 'Tisamer- 
cy your worship did not singe yonr mnstaobios. 
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Hft! OleombrotoB I and what salads in faitb did 70a 
light npoD at tbe bottom of the Mediterranean? Ton 
were foonder, I take it, of the dinoterested aeot of the 
Oalentnriiits. 

Qebir, my old freemason, and prince of plasterers at 
Babel, bring in jonr trowel, most Ancient Grand I Ton 
hftve oli^m to a «eat here at in; right hand, as patron of 
the atammerera. Yon left yonr work, if I remember 
Eerodotas oorrectly, at eight handred million toiMS, or 
thereabont, above the level of the sea. Bleaa ns, what a 
long bell joa most have polled, to call yonr top work- 
men to their nmicheon on the low grounds of Shinar! 
Or, did yon send np yonr gariio and onions bj a roeketf 
I am a rogne if I am not aahamod to show yon onr HoD- 
nment on Fish Street Hill, after your aldtades. Tet we 
think it somewhat. 

What, the magnanimous Alexander in tears? — cry 
baby, pnt ite finger in its eye, it shall have another globe, 
ronod as on orange, pretty moppet! 

Mister Adams 'odao, I honor yonr ooat — pray do 

QB the favor to read to ns that sermon, which yon lent to 
Uistresa Slipslop — the twenty-ond-aecond in your port- 
tnantean there — on Female Incontinence — the same — it 
will come in most irrelevantly and Impertinently aeason- 
able to the time of the day. * 

Good Master Baymnnd Lnlly, yon look wise. Pray 
correct that error, — 

Dune, spare yonr definitions. I mnst fine yon a bump- 
er, or a paradox. We will have nothing said or done 
ayllo^stioally this day. Bemove those logioal forms, 
waiter, that no gentleman break the tender shins of his 
apprehension stnmbling across them. 

Mast«r Stephen, you are late.— Ha! Ookes, is it yout 
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— Agueobeek, my dear knight, let me pey my devoir to 
yow, — Master Shallow, yoar worship's poor serrant to 
ootnmand. — Master Silence, I will nae few words with 
yoD. — Slender, it shall go hard ii I edge not yon insome- 
where. — Ton idi will engross all the poor wit of the com- 
pany to-day. — ^I know it, I know it. 

Ha 1 honest R , my fine oM librarian of Lndgate, 

time ont of mind, art thon here ^ain t Bless my doub- 
let, it is not over-new; threadbare as thy stories — what 
dost thon Sitting aboat the world at this ratef — Thy cns- 
tomers are extinct, defnnot, bed-rid, have oeased to read 
long ago. — Thoa goest still among them, seeing if, per- 
adventnre, thon canst hawk a volnme or two. — Good 

Granviile 6 , tiy lost patron, is flown. 

"King FandioD, he is dead, 
All thy friends an lapt io lead."— 

Nevertheless, noble R , come in, and take yonr 

seat here, between Armado and Qnisada; for in tma 
courtesy, in gravity, in fantastic smiling to thjself, in 
oomiieoas smiling npon others, in the goodly ornatare of 
well-appareled speech, and the commmdation of wise sen- 
tences, thon art nothing inferior t^ those accomplished 
Dons of Spain. The spirit of chivalry forsake me for- 
ever, when I fo^et thy singing the song of Mooheath, 
which declares that he might be happy viilk either, situ- 
ated between those two ancient spinsters — when I for- 
get the inimitable formal love which thon didst moke, 
toming now to the one, and now to the other, with that 
Malvolian smile — as if Cervantes, not Gay, bad written 
it for bis hero; and as if thousands of periods mnst re- 
volve, before the mirror of conrteay conld have given his 
invidions preference between a pair of so goodly-proper- 
tied and meritorioQB-eqnal damsels. . . . 
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To descend ttota these altjtndea, and not to protract 
oar Fools' Banqoet beyond ita appropriate da; — for I 
fear the Second of April ijs not many hoara distant — in 
sober veritj I 'will confess a truth to thee, reader. I tova 
a Jbol — as natnrallj, as if I were of kith and Hn to bira. 
When a child, with otuldlike apprehensions, that dived 
not below the surfaoe of the matter, I read Chose Para- 
ih* — not snesiing at the involved wisdom — I had mora 
jeamings toward that umple architect, that built his 
house npon the sand, than I entertained for IttB more 
oantions neighbor : I gradged at the hard censarepro- 
nonnoed npon the qniet soul that kept his talent ; and — 
prizing their simplioitj bejond the more provident, and, 
to mj apprehension, somewhat tm/emimne warineas of 
their competitors — I felt a kindliness, that almost amount- 
ed to a tvndre, for those five thonghtless virgins.— I have 
never made an acquaintance since, that lasted : or a f riend- 
^ip, that answered ; with an/ that hod not some tinct- 
ore of the absnrd in their characters. I venerate an 
honest obliquity of nnderstanding. The more laughable 
blunders a man shall commit in your company, the more 
tests he ^vetii yon, that he will not betray or overreach 
yon. I love the safety, which a palpable hallncinatjoa 
warrants; the security, which a word out of season rati- 
fies. And take my word for this, reader, and say a fool 
told it yon, If you please, that he who bath not a dram 
of folly in his mistore, hath pounds of mach worse mat- 
ter in his oompoudon. It is observed, that " the fool- 
iaher the fowl or fish — woodcocks^otterela — oods'- 
heads, etc. — the finer the flesh thereof," and what are 
commonly the world's received fools, but such whereof 
the world is not worthy? and what have been some of 
the kindliest pattama.of our speoiet, but so many darlings 
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of absardit;, minioDS of the goddess, and her white boys! 
' — Keader, if yon wrest jaj words bejond their fair oon- 
structjon, it is joa and not I, ihnt ne the April Fool. 



A QUAKERS' MEETING. 

" Still-born Silence t thou that srt 

flood-e>(e of the deeper heart 1 

OSepring of & heavenly kind 1 

Frost o' the month, uid thsTr o' the mind 1 

Secrcoj'a oonGdant, and He 

Wlw makes religion mjeler; 1 

Admiration's spealdi^st tongue t 

I^eave, th; desert ahades among, 

Rcrerend bermltg' hallowed cells, 

Where retired Devotion dwells 1 

With th; enthu^asms oome, 

Seize our tongues, and strike us domb."* 
RxADBB, wonldet then know what troe peace and 
qaiet mean; wouldat thou find a refage from the Dui^ieB 
and clamors of the multitnde ; wonldst thou ei^o; at 
once solitude and society; wonldst thon possess the 
depth of thine own spirit in stillness, without being shut 
out from the consolatory faces of thj species; wonldst 
then be aione, and yet accompanied; aolitary, yet not 
desolate; singolar, yet not without some to keep thee 
in countenance; a nnit tn abrogate ; a simple in com- 
posite : come with me into a Quakers' meedng. 

Dost thou love silence deep as that " before the winds 
weremadel" go not out into the wilderness; descend 

■ From " Poema of all Sorts," by Kohard Fleckno, 165!. 

r:„i- j-,C(.K>tjl>J 
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not into ths profanditiea of the earth ; shot not np th^ 
ossementa, nor pour wax into the little cells of thj ears, 
with little-faithed, self -mistrn sting TJljBseg. — Belire with 
me into a Qoakers' meeting. 

For a man to rKfrain even from good words, and to 
hold his peace, it ia oommendable ; but for a molUtade, 
it is great masterj. 

What Is the stillness of the desert compared with 
this place? what the nnoommnnioating motenesa of 
fishest — here the goddess reigns and rerels. — " Boreas, 
and Oe«as, and Ai^^tet loud," do not with their inter- 
ooofonnding uproars more aagment the brawl — nor the 
waves of the blown Baltic with their olnbhed sounds — 
than their opposite (Silence her sacred self) is mnltjplied 
and rendered more intense b^ nnmbers, and bj sympa- 
thy. She, too, hath her deepB that oall anto deeps. Nega- 
tion itself hath a podtive more and less ; and olo»ed eyes 
wonld seem to ohsoare the great obsoority of midnight 

There are wonnds which an imperfect solitadc ccranot 
heal. By imperfect I mean that which a man enjojeth 
bj himself. The perfect is that which he can sometimes 
attain in crowds, bnt nowhere so absolntelj as in a 
Quakers' meeting. — Those first hermits did certainly on- 
derstand this principle when they retired into Egyptian 
solitades, not singly, bnt in shoals, to enjoy one another's 
want of conversation. The Oortbaman is honnd to his 
brethren by this agreeing spirit of inoommnnicative- 
ness. In seoalar occasions, what so pleasant as to be 
reading a book through a long, winter evening, with a 
Mend sitting by — gay a wife— he, or she, too (if that be 
probable), reading another, without interrnption or oral 
oommnnicaton f — can there be no sympathy without the 
gabble of words t — away with this Inhaman, shy, sin^e, 
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ibade-Bud-caTeni'haniiting BolitarmesB. Give me, Ufister 
fflmmermann, a s;iiipathetic solitude. 

To pace along in the oloisters or side-atElea of tome 
oathedral, time-strioken — 

" Or under hanging mountainB, 
Or by the fall of fouotainB " — ' 
is bnt a vnlgar luxary, compared with that which those 
enjoy who oome together for the porpoBes of more com- 
plete, abstracted eoUtade. This is the lonelineu " to be 
felt." — The Abb«7 ohnrch of WeBtmineter hath nothing 
so solemn, BO spirit-soothing, as the naked walls and 
benches of a Qoakers' meeting. Here are no tombs, no 
inscriptions, 

— " Sands, Ignoble thin^ 
Dropped from the mined sides of Idngs " — 
bnt here is something which throws Antiquity herself 
into the foreground — Silkkoe — eldest of things — lan- 
guage of old Night — primitive Disconrser — to which the 
insolent decays of monldering grandeur hare but arrived 
by a violent, and, as we may say, nnnatnral progression. 
" How reverend is the view o( these hushed heads, 
Looking tranquillity I " 

Nothing -plotting, Dsnght - caballing, nnmiscbievons 
synodl convocation without intrignel parliament with* 
ont debate I what a lesson dost then read to oonncil, and 
to conrastory I — if my pen treat of yon lightly — as baply 
it will wander — yet my spirit bath gravely felt the wis- 
dom of jonr custom, when sitting among you in deepest 
peace, which some ont-welling tears would rather couGrm 
than disturb, I have reverted to the times of joor be^- 
nings, and the sowings of the seed b; Fox and Dewesbnry. 

, , , .Cooylt^ 
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I hftve witnesBed tb&t which brought before 107 eyes your 
heroic trauqoillitj, inflexible to the mde jests and eerionB 
viol«ioes of tLe Insolent soldierj, republican or royalist, 
Bent to molest ;ou — for je eate betwixt the fires of two 
perBacntions, tba ontoast and ofFkconring of obnrch and 
presbytery. — I have seen the reeling sea-ruffian, who had 
wandered into your receptacle with the avowed inteit- 
tion of dixttirbiog your qnlet, from the very spirit of the 
place receive in a moment a new heart, and presently sit 
among ye as a Iamb among lambs. And 1 remember 
Penn before his accnsers, and Fox in the bul-dock, 
where he was lifted up in spirit, as he tella ns, and "the 
jndge and thejnry became as dead men nnder hia feet." 
Reader, if you are not aoqaainted with it, I woold 
recommend to you, above all ohnroh'narradves, to read 
Sawel'B History of the Quakers. It is in folio, and is 
the abstract of the Joamals of Fox and the primitive 
Friends. It is far more edifying and affecting than any- 
thing yoa will read of Wesley and his colleagoes. Here 
is nothing to stagger yon, nothing to make yon mistmst, 
no sospioion of alloy, no drop or dreg of the worldly or 
ambitions spirit. Yon will here read the true story of 
that mncb-injnred, ridiculed man (who, perhaps, hath 
been a by-word in yonr month) — James Naylor : what 
dreadful snfferings, with what paljence, he endured, 
even to the boring through of hia tongue with red-hot 
irons, without a murmur; and with what strength of 
mind, when the delnsion he had faUen into, which they 
stigmatized for blasphemy, had given way to clearer 
thoughts, he oonld renounce his error, in a strain of the 
beantifullest humility, yet keep Mb first gronnds, and be 
a Quaker still I — so different from the practice of your 
I converts from enthusiasm, who, when they 
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a^xntatin, apettatut all, end think tliey oan never get 
far enOQgli from the society of their former errors, even 
to the renniioialiOD of some saTiog trnths, with which 
they had beea mingled, not implicated. 

Get the Writin|i:e of John Woolman b; heart; and 
love the early Qaakers. 

How far the followers of these good men in our days 
have Icept to the primitive spirit, or in what propor- 
tion thej have subatitnted f ormalit; for it, the Judge of 
Spirits oan alone determine. I have aeen faces in their 
assemblies, upon which the dove sate visibly brooding. 
Others again I have watched, when my thoughts shoold 
have been better engaged, in which 1 coidd possibly de- 
teat nothing but a blank inanity. But quiet was in all, 
and the disposition to unanimity, and the absence of the 
fierce controversial workings. If the spiritual preten- 
sions of the Quakers have abated, at least they make few 
pretenses. Hypocrites they certwnly are not, in their 
preaching. It is seldom, indeed, that joa shall see one 
get up among them to hold forth. Only now and then a 
trembling femiQe, generally ancient, voice is heard— yon 
cannot guess from wiiat part of the meeting it proceeds 
— with a low, boEzing, mnsiosl sound, laying out a few 
words which "she thought might suit the condition of 
some present," with a quaking diffidence, which leaves 
no possibility of suppoting that anything of female van- 
ity was mixed np, where the tones were so foil of ten- 
derness, and a restraining modesty. The men, for what 
I have observed, speak seldomer. 

Once only, and it was some years ago, I witnessed a 
sample of the old Foxian orgasm. It was a man of giant 
stature, wlio, as Wordsworth phrases it, might have 
danced "from head to foot equipt in iron mail." His 
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frame waa of iron, too. But he was malleable. I eaw 
him shake all over with the spirit— I dare not aay of de- 
lasioD. The Btrivings of the outer man were onnttera- 
ble — he eeemed not to apeak, but to be spoken from. I 
saw the strong man bowed down, and Ms knees to &il — 
his Joints all seemed loosemng— it was a figure to set oft 
against Paol Preaching— the words he uttered were few, 
and sound — he was evidently reaisttng his will — keeping 
down his own word-wisdom with more mighty effort, 
than the world's orators strain for theirs. " He bad been 
a wrr in hia yonth," he told bb, with expressions of a so- 
ber remorse. And it was not till long after the impres- 
sion had began to wear away, that I was enabled, with 
something like a smile, to recall the striking inoongrnity 
of the confession — miderBtondlng the term in its worldly 
acceptation — with the frame and physiognomy of the 
person before me. Hia brow would have soared away 
the Levities — the Jocos Risos-qae — faster than the Lores 
fied the face of Dis at Enna. By teit, even in his jooth, 
I will be sworn he onderstood something tar within the 
limits of an allowable liberty. 

More frequently the meeting is broken np without a 
word having been upoken. Bnt the mind has been fed. 
You go away with a sermon not made with hands. You 
have been in the milder oavema of Trophonios; or as in 
some den, where that fieroest and savagest of all wild 
creatures, the Tonqob, that nnmly member, has strange- 
ly lain tied np and captive. Yon have bathed with still- 
ness. Oh, when the spirit Is sore fretted, even tired to 
sickness of the janglinga, the nonsense-noises of the 
world, what a balm and a solace it is, to go and seat 
yourself, for a qaiet half-hour, upon some nndispated 
corner of a bench, among the gentle Quakers! 

.Cooylt^ 
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Their garb and stillnees oonjoiued, preaent a niLifonn- 
itj, tranquil and herd-like — oa is the pasture — "forty 
feeding like one." — 

The very garments of a Quaker aeem incapable of r&- 
oeiving a soil; and cleanliness in tbem to be aomettung 
moro than the absence of its oontrarf. Every QiukereaB 
is a lilj; and when they c<nne np in bands to their 
Vhitsnn-oonferenoes, whitening the easterly streets of 
the metropolis, from all parts of the United Kingdom, 
they ehow like troops of the Stiining Oces. 



THE OLD AND THE HEW SCHOOLMASTER. 

Mt reading has been lamentably desnltory and im- 
methodical. Odd, ont-of-tbe-way, old English plays, and 
treatises, have tnpplied me with most of my notions, and 
ways of feeling. In everything that relates to teitnee, I 
am a whole Encyolopradia behind the rest of the world. 
I shoold have soaroely oat a figure among the franklins, 
or oonntry gentlemen, in King John's dayi. I know less 
geography than a schoolboy of six weeks' standing. To 
me a map of old Ortelios is as aathentjo as Atrowsmith. 
I do not know whereabont AfHca merges into Asia; 
whether Ethiopia lie in one or other. of those great divis- 
ions; nor can form the remotest ooi^ectare of the posi- 
tion of New Sonth Wales, or Tan Diemen's Land. Yet 
do I hold a oorrespondenoe with a very dear friend in 
the first-named of these two Teme Inoognitae. I have 
no astronomy. I do not know where to look for the 
Bear, or Charles's Wain ; the place of any star ; or the 
name of any of them at sight. I gness at Venus only by 
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her brightness — and if the son on some poiientoas mom 
were to make his first appearance in the West, I verily 
believe, tbat, while all the world were gasping in appre- 
hension abont me, I alone shonld stand nnterrified, from 
sheer incuriositj and want of observation. Of histor; 
and chronolog]' I possess some vogne points, each as one 
cannot belp picking; np in the oonrse of niisoellaneoaei 
study; bat I never deliberatelj sat down to a chronicle, 
even of my own coontry. I have most dim apprehen- 
sions of the four great monorohiee ; and sometimeB the 
Assyrian, sometimes the Persian, floats aafirtt, in my 
fancy. I make the widest oonjeotoree concerning Egypt, 
and her shepherd kings. Uy friend Jf!, with great p^as- 
taking, got me to think I tmderstood the first proposition 
in Enclid, but gave me over in despair at the second. I 
am entirely miacqnainted with the modern langaages; 
and, like a better man than mysetf^ have "small Latin 
aad less Greek." I am a etranger to the shapes and 
teztnre of the oommoneat trees, herbs, flowers — not &om 
the circnmstance of my being town-bom — for I shonld 
hare brought the same inobservant ^irit into the world 
with me, had I first seen it " on Devon's leafy shores " — 
and am no less at a loss among purely town-objects, 
t^tols, en^nes, meohanio processes. Not that I aifect 
ignoraDce~-bQt my head has not many mansions, nor 
spaaioaa; and I have been obliged to fill it with each 
cabinet curiosities as it can hold withont aching. I 
sometimes wonder how I have passed my probation 
with so Uttle discredit in the world, as I have done, npon 
so meagre a stock. But the fact is, a man may do very 
well with a very little knowledge, and scarce be foand 
ont, in mixed company ; everybody is so much more 
ready to produce his own, than to coll for a display of 
6 
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yoQF acqniritions. Bat in a tSU-d-tSU there ii do shnf- 
fling. llie trath wiU oat. There is nothing which I 
dread so mach as the being left alone for a qnarter of an 
hoar with a eenBible, well-informed man, that does not 
know me. I Intel? got into a dUemms of this sort. 

Li one of my dajlj jaonts between BtshopEgate and 
ShaoUewell, the ooach stopped to take ap a atud-looking 
gentleman, abont the wrong side of thirty, who was 
giving bia partJng directions (while the stepa were ad- 
josting), in a tone of mild anthority, to a tall 7011th, who 
seemed to be neither hia clerk, his son, nor his servant, 
bat something partaking of all three. The jonth was 
dismissed, and we drove on. As we were the sole pas- 
sengers, be nBtnrallf onongh addressed his oonrersation 
to me ; and we disooseed tho merits of the fare, the d- 
Tility and pnuotnalit; of flie driver ; the oironmetanoe of 
an opposition coach having been latelj set np, with the 
probabilities of its snooess — to all which I was enabled to 
return prett? satisfactory answers, having beat drilled 
into this kind of etiqaette by some years' ieOj prootioe 
of riding to and fro in the stage aforesMd — when he sod- 
denly alarmed me by a startling question, whether I had 
Been the show of prize cattle that morning in Smithfieldt 
NoTV, as I had not seen it, and do not greatly care for 
saoh sort of exhibitions, I was obliged to retam a cold 
negative. He seemed a little mortified, as well as aston- 
iahed, at my dedariition, as (it appeared) he was jnst come 
fresh from the nght, and donbtless had hoped to com- 
pare notes on the subject. However, he aaanredme that 
I had lost a fine treat, as it far exceeded the show of last 
year. We were now approaching ITorton Folg^te, when 
the aight of some ahop-goods tietettd freshened him np 
into a dissertation upon the cheapness of oottona this 
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Bpring. I iras now a little in heart, aa the nature of my 
morning avocations had brought me into some sort of 
fomiliarity with the raw mateiial ; and I was anrprised 
to find how eloquent I was becoming on the state of the 
India market — when, presentlj, lie dashed my incipient 
vanity to the earth at onoe, bj inqairing whedier I had 
ever made any calculation as to the valne of the rental 
of bH the retail shops in London. Had he asked of me, 
what song the Siren sang, or what name Achillea as- 
sumed when he hid bimself among women, I might, with 
Sir Thomas Browne, hare hazarded a " wide solution." * 
My oompaniou saw my embarrassment, and, the alms- 
houses beyond Shoreditob just coming in view, with 
great good-nature and dexterity, shifted his conversation 
to the subject of public oharitieB ; which led to the com- 
parative merits of provision for the poor in past and 
present times, with observations on the old monaatdo 
institnltons, and charitable orders; but, finding me 
rather dimly impressed with some glimmering notions 
from old poetic associations, tlian strongly fortified with 
any specnlationa rednotble to calculatioa on the subject, 
he gavB the matter np ; and, the country beginning to 
open more and more upon us, as we approached the 
turnpike at Eingsland (the destined termination of his 
Journey), he put a home-thrust upon me, in the most 
nnfortimate position ha oonld have chosen, by advancing 
some queries relative to the North-Pole Expedition. 
While I was muttering out something about the pano- 
rama of those strange re^ons (which I had actually seenX 
by way of parrying the qnastion, the ooaoh stopping re- 
lieved me (rem any further apprehenraons. Uy com- 
panion getting out, left me in the comfortable pooseiuon 
•CniBuiia). 
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of my ignoranoe ; and I heard him, as be went off, put- 
ting questions to an ontaide posseDger, who had alighted 
with him, regarding an epidemio disorder, that had been 
rife aboat Dalston, and which my friend assured him had 
gone through five or sis sohoote in that neighborhood. 
The tra& now flashed upon me, that mj companion was 
a sohoolinast«r ; and that the ;outh, whom be bad parted 
from at our first acqnaintanoe, mast have been one of 
the bilker bofs, or the uahor. He was evidentlj a kind- 
hearted man, who did not seem so much desirous of pro- 
voking disoussion hj the qneatioos which he put, as of 
ohtaining information at an; rate. It did not appear 
that lie took aaj interest, either, in such kind of inqui- 
ries, for their own sake; but that he was in some way 
hoimd to seek for knowledge. A greenish-colored coat, 
which he had on, forbade me to sarmise that he was a 
olergyman. The adventure gare birth to some reflections 
on the difference between persona of his profession in 
past and present times. 

Rest to the sonls of those fine old pedagogues ; the 
breed, long since extinct, of the Lilys and the Liaacres: 
who, beUering that all learning was contained in the 
languages which they taught, and despising every other 
acquirement as superficial and useless, came to their 
task as to a sport t Passing from infancy to age, they 
dreamed away all their days as in a grammar-sob ool. 
ReTolving in a perpetual cycle of declensions, coiynga- 
tions, syntaxes, and prosodies; renewing constantly the 
oocupatJoDs which had charmed their stodioua child- 
hood; rehearsiug continually the part of the past; life 
must have slipped from them at last like one day. They 
were always in their first garden, reaping harvests of 
their golden tjme, among their Flori and their i^>iei~ 
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Itgia; in Arcadia still, but kings 1 the ferale of their 
swflj not maoh harsher, bnt of liko dignity with tiiat 
mild sceptre attributed to King Basikae ; the Greek and 
Latin, their stately Pamela and their FhUociea ; with the 
occasional dcmcerj of some nntoward tyro, serring for 
a refreshing interlude of a Mopsa or a clown Damietaa I 

With what a savor doth the Preface to Oolet's, or 
(as it is Bometimes called) Paul's Accidence, set forth I 
" To exhort every man to the learning of grammar, that 
intendetb to attain the understanding of the tongnea, 
wherein is contained a great treasury of wisdom and 
knowledge, it woald seem but vain and loat labor; for 
so mnch as it is known, that nothing can sorely be endod 
whose beginning is either feeble or faulty ; and no build- 
fng be perfect whereas the foondation a]id groandwork 
is ready to tall, and anable to hold the harden of the 
frame." How well doth this stately preiunble (compara- 
ble to those which Hilton ooumendeth aa " having been 
the nsB^ to prefix to some solemn law, thenflrst promal- 
gated by Solon or Lycurgna ") CMTespond with and il!ns- 
trate that pious zeal for conformity, expressed in a sao- 
ceeding claose, which would fence aboat grammar-rules 
with tiie severity of faith articles I — " as for the diversity 
of grammars, it is well profitably taken away by the 
Kings Majesties wisdom, who foreseeing the inconveni- 
ence, and favoorahly providing ttie remedle, cansed one 
kind of grammar by sundry learned men to be diligently 
drawn, and so to be set ont^ only everywhere to he 
taoght, for the nae of loarnerB, and-for the hurt in 
changing of sohoolmaisters." What a gv*to in that 
which follows : " wherein it is profitable that he [the pn- 
pl] can orderly decline his nonn, and his verb." Sis nonn I 

The fine dream is fading away fast; and the least 
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ooncATD of a teacher in the pnsent itj ie to incolcata 
grommar-rnlei. 

The modem aohoolmuter U expected to know a little 
of eTerfthing, because his papil is required not to be en- 
tirel7 i^orant of enfthing. He must l>e mperfloiaUj, 
if I maj BO sajr, omnuicient. He is to know aometfaiDg 
of pneumatics ; of abemiBtrj ; of nhatever ie cDijons, or 
proper to excite the atteDtion of the yonthfnl mind; an 
insight into meohanioa is deBtrable, with a tonch of sta- 
tisticB ; the quality of soils, etc., botany, the constitntion 
of his country, eum muHit aUii. Ton may get a notion 
of some port of his expected duties by consalting the 
fiunonB Traolate on Education addressed to Ur. Hartlib. 

AJl these things — these, or the desire of them— be is 
expected to instill, not by set lessons from professors, 
which he may charge in the bill, but at school intervals, 
aa be walks the streets, or eannters throngh green fields 
(those natural instructors), with his pupils. The least 
part of what is expected from him, is to he done in 
Bcbool-honrB. He must insinnate knowledge at the 
moltia tempora fandi. He must seize every occasion-^ 
the season of the year ; the time of the day ; a passing 
clond ; a rainbow ; a wagon of hay ; a regiment of (lol- 
diers going by — to iacnlcate something nsefol. He can 
recnre no pleastire from a casual glimpse of Nstnre, but 
most catch at it as an ol^eot of instruction. He must 
interpret beanty into the picturesque. He cannot relish 
ft beggar-man, or a gypsy, for thinking of the suitable 
improvement Nothing comes to him, not spoiled by 
the sophisticating medium of moral uses. The Universe 
— that Great Book, as it has been called — is to him in- 
deed, to all intents and purposes, a book out of which 
he \a doomed to read tedious homilies to distasting 
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Mshoolbojs. Vaoations themselves are 110119 to him, tie 
is only rather wone oS than before ; for oommonlj he 
has some intrasiTe upper boj fastened upon him at snch 
times; some oadet of a great familj; some neglected 
lump of nobility, or gentry ; that he mnst drag after him 
to the play, to the Panorama, to Mr. Bartley's Orrery, 
to the Panopticon, or into the oonntry, to a friend's 
Iionse, or his favorite watering-plaoe. Wherever he 
goes, this nneaay shadow attends him. A boy is at liis 
board, and in his path, and in all his movements. He is 
boy-rid, siok of perpetual boy. 

Boys are capital fellows in their own way, among 
their mates; but they are nnwholesome companions for 
grown people. The restraint is felt no less on the one 
side than on the other. Even a child, that " plaything 
for an hoar," tires aiteaj/e. The noises of children, 
playing their own fancies — as I now hearken to them 
bj fits, sporting on the green before my window, while 
I am engaged in these grave spocnlations at m; neat 
snbarban retreat at Shacklewell — by distance made more 
sweet — inexpressibly take ^m the labor of my task. 
It is like writing to mnsic. Tbey seem to modolate my 
periods. They ooght at least to do so — for in the voice 
ol that tender age there is a kind of poetry, far nnlike 
the harsh prose aooenta of man's conversation. I should 
bnt spoil their sport, and diminish my own sympathy 
for them, by mingling in their pastime. 

I woold not be domeatiGated all my days with a per- 
son of very Baperi<»' capacity to my owp — not, if I know 
myself at all, from any oon^deratjons of jealoasy or self- 
oomparison, for the oocasionsl oommnnion with such 
minds has constituted the fortune and felicity of my life 
— bnt the habit of too constant yiterooarse with spirits 

:«-j..C(K>ylt^ 
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above yon, inste&d of raising jon, keeps 70a down. 
Too frequent doses of original thinVing from others re- 
strain what lesser portion of that fecnltj yon may pos- 
M83 of 7onr own. Ton get entangled in another man's 
mind, even as yon lose yoatself in another man's grounds. 
Yon are walking with & tall varlet, whose strides out- 
pace yoDrs to lassitude. The constant operation of sach 
potent agency would reduce me, 1 am convinced, to im- 
becility. Yon mayderiye thoughts from others; your 
way of thinking, the mould in which yonr thonghts are 
cast, mnst be yoar own. Intellect may be imparted, bnt 
not each man's intellectual frame. — 

As little as I should wish to be always thns dragged 
upward, as little (or, rather, still leas) is it desirable to 
bo stunted downward by your associates. The trumpet 
does not more stun you by its loudness than a whisper 
teases yoo by its provoking iuaodibility. 

Why ore we never qnite at nur ease in the presence 
of a schoolmaster 1 Because we are conscious that he is 
not qnite at his ease in ours. He is awkward and out of 
place in the society of his equals. He comes like Golli- 
ver from aOioQg his little people, and he cannot fit the 
atatare of his nnderstanding to yours. Ho cannot meet 
you on the square. He wants a pomt given him, like an 
indifferent whist-player. He is so used to teacbii^ that 
he wants to be teaching f/ou. One of these professors, 
upon my complaining that these little sketches of mine 
were anything but methodical, and that I was unable to 
make them otherwise, kindly offered to instruct me in 
the method by which young gentlemen in hii seminary 
were taught to compose English themes. — The jests of a 
Bohoolmoster are coarse or thin. They do not tell ont 
of scliuoL He is under the restraint of a formal or di- 
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daotiTS hypocrisj- in company, na a clergyman is under a 
mors] one. He can no more let Lib intelleot loose in so- 
ciety than the other can his iDclinations. He is forlorn 
among hie coevals ; hia Janiors cannot be his fiiencls. 

" 1 take blame to myself," s^d a eensible man of this 
profeieion, writing to a friend respecting a yootit who 
had quitted his school abruptly, " that your nephew waa 
not more attached to me. But persons in my situation 
are more to be pitied than can well be imagined. We 
are surrounded by young and, oonsequently, ardently 
affectionate hearts, but we can never hope to share an 
atom of their affections. The relation of master and 
scholar forbids this. ^Sow pUaHng thi* mutt le to yow, 
hou I tnvy your fulingi / ' my f rienda will sometimes say 
to rae, when they see yonng men whom 1 have ednoat«d 
return, after some years' absence from sobool, their eyes 
shining with pleasure irbile they shake hands with their 
old master, bringing a present of game to me or a toy to 
my wife, and thanking me in the wannest tenna for my 
care of their education. A holiday is begged for the 
boys ; the house ia a scene of happLness ; Z, only, am 
sad at heart. — This fine-spirited and warm-hearted 
youth, who fonoies he repays his master with gratitude 
for the care at his Iwyish years— this young man, in the 
eight long years I watched over him with a parent's anx- 
iety, never conld repay me with one look of genuine 
feeling. He waa prond when I prised ; he was submis- 
sive when I reproved him ; but he did never Iom me ; 
and what he now mistakes for gratitude and kindness 
for me is hut the pleasant sensation which all persons 
feel at revisiting the scenes of their boyish hopes and 
fears ; and the seeing on equal terms the man they were 
acoDstomed to look up to with reverence. My wife. 
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too," this intereatiiig correapondent goes on to eaj, "mj 
onoe duiisg Anna, is.tbe wifeof aBchoolmoster. — When 
I married her — knowing that the wifo of & Bchoolmaster 
onght to be a busj, notable creature, and fearing that 
mj gentle Aunt, would ill aappl; the Iom of mj dear, 
bnstling; mother, jugC then dead, who never aat atill, was 
in everj part of the boase in a moment, and whom I 
was obliged sometimeB to threaten to fasten down in a 
chair to save her from fatiguing herself to death — I ex- 
pressed mj fears that I was bringing her into a wa; of 
life unsuitable to her ; and she, who loved me tenderlj', 
promised for taj sake to exert herself to perform the 
duties of her new sitDation. She proraiaed, and she has 
kept her word. What wonders will not woman's love 
perform! Hj house is managed with a propriety and 
decorum unknown in other schools; my hojs are well 
fed, look healthy, and have every proper aooommoda- 
tion ; and all this performed with a careful economy 
that never descends to meanness. Bot I have lost my 
gentle, helpleM Anna '. When we sit down to enjoy an 
honr of repose after the fatigue of the day, I am com- 
pelled to listen to what have been her useful (and they 
are really nseful) employments through the day, and 
what she proposes for her to-morrow'a task. Her heart 
and her features are changed by the duties of her situa- 
tion. To the boys, she never appears other than the 
matter'i w^e, and she looks np to me as the ^'i master, 
to whom all show of love and affection would be highly 
impropra, and nnbeoomtng the dignity of her sitnation 
and mine. Yet Uw my gratitude forbids me to hint to 
her. For my sake she submitted to be this altered creat- 
ure, and can I reproach her for it t " — For the oommuni- 
oation of this letter, I am indebted to my oob^ Bridget. 
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VALENTINE'S-DAY. 



Hail to th; retorning lestiv&l, old Bishop Valentine t 
Great is thj name in the cabrio, tboa venerable arch- 
flamen of Hjment Immortal go -between I who and 
what manner of perion art tbon I Art tiioo but a name. 
tjpifjing the resUesB principle whiob impels poor hu- 
mona to ieek perfection in union t or wert tbon, indeed, 
a mortal prelate, with thy tippet and tb7 rochet, tfaj 
apron on, and decent lawn eleevest M/sterioos person- 
age I like nnto thee, asanredly, there la no other mitred 
father in the calendar; not Jerome, nor Ambrose, nor 
Cjril, nor the consigner of nndipped infants to eternal 
torments, Austin, whom aH mothers hate; nor he who 
hated all mothers, Origen; nor Bishop Bnll, nor Arch- 
bishop Parker, nor Wbitgift. Thon oomest attended 
with thousands and ten thoasands of little loves, and 
the air is 

" Brusbed with tha bias of rustling wings." 
Sin^ng Onpids ore thy choristers and thy precentors ; 
and instead of the crosier, the mystical arrow ia borne 
before thee. 

In other words, this is the day on which those oharm- 
ing little miseires, jolepod Valentines, cross and inter- 
cross eaoh othar at every street and tnming. The weary 
and all fompent twopenny -postman sinks beneath a load 
of delicate embarrassments not his own. It is scarcely 
credible to what an extent this ephemeral courtship is 
carried on in this loving town, to the great enrichment 
of porters, and detriment of knockers and bell-wires. 
In these httle visual iaterpretationa, no emblem is so 
A the A«H-t — that little, three-coraared expo- 
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nent of our hopes and fears — the bestaok ttiid bleeding 
beart. It is twisted and tortured into more Bllegoriea 
and affectations than an opera-bat. What anthoiity we 
bave in historj' or mjthologj for placing the headquar- 
ters and metropolis of Ood Onpid in this anatomical seat 
rather than in anj other, is not very clear; hut we have 
got it, and it will serve ba well as anj other. Else we 
might easily imagine — upon some other sjstem which 
might bare prev^Ied for anjtbing which our paUioIogy 
knows to' the contrary — a lover addressing his mistress, 
in perfect simplicity of feeling, " Madam, my liver and 
fortune are entirely at your disposal ; " or putting a deli- 
cate question, "Amanda, have yon a midriff' to be- 
stow ! " Bnt onatom has settled these things, and award- 
ed the seat of sentjment to the aforesaid triangle, while 
its less fortunate>rieighborH wait at animal and anatomi- 
cal distance. 

Not many soimdi in Hfe, and I inelndc all urban and 
all mrtd sounds, exceed in interest a Imoeh at Ike door. 
It "gives a very eoho to the throne where Hope is seat- 
ed," But its issaes seldom answer to this oracle within. 
It Is so seldom that Jnst the person we want to see comes. 
Bnt of all the clamorous visitations the weloomeat in ex- 
pectation is the sound tbat ushers is, or seems to usher 
in, a Valentine. As the raven himself was hoarse that 
announced the fatal entrance of Dnnoan, so the knock of 
the postman on this day is light, airy, confident, and be- 
fitting one that bringetb good tidings. It is lessmecban- 
ioal ^an on other days. Ton will say, " That is not the 
post I am anre." Visions of Love, of Cupids, of Hjmensl 
— delightful eternal commonplaces, which, " having been, 
vrill slwaya be ; " which no aohoolboy nor schoolman can 
write away ; baving your irrever»ble throne in the fan- 
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o; and afieotiona — what are your trana^rta, when the 
happ7 maiden, opening with carefa] finger, careful not 
to break the emblematio seal, barsta apon the sight of 
some well-designed allegory, aome tjpe, some foathfol 
fancy, not without verses — 

"Lovers all, 
Amadiigal," 

or some aooh device, not over abundant in sense — joung 
Love disclairaa it — and not qaite aillj — aometbing be- 
tween wind and water, a choms where the sheep might 
almost join the shepb^, as they did, or as I apprehend 
tbej did, in Arcadia. 

All Valentines are not foolish ; and 1 ahaQ not ea«lf 
forget thine, my kind friend — if I may have leave to call 
yon ao— E. B. E. B. lived oppoMte-a yoong maiden, 
whom he had often seen, nnseen, from hie parlor-win- 
dow in — e Street. She was all joyonsness and inno- 
cence, and jnat of an age to enjoy receiving a Vatentine, 
and JQst of a temper to hear the disappointment of miss- 
ing one with good-humor. E. B. is an artist of no com- 
mon powers— in the fancy parts of designing, perhaps, 
inferior to none. Hia name ia known at the bottom of 
many a well-execnted vignette in the way of his profes- 
sion, but no farther — for E. B. is modest, and the world 
meets nobody half-way. S. B. meditated how he could 
repay this young maiden for many a favor which she had 
done him unknown; for when a kindly face greets us, 
though hut passing by, and never knows us again, nor 
we it, we should feel it aa an obligation ; and E. B. did. 
This good artJst set himself at work to please the dam- 
sel. It wasjnet before Valentine's-day three years since. 
He wrought, anaeen and ODsDspected, a wondrous work. 



Google 



91 TBfi ESSATB OF EUA. 

We need DOt eaj it wai on the finest ^It paper with bor- 
der! — fdD, not ot commoQ hearts &nd heortlew allegor;, 
but sU the prettiest storiea of love from Ovid, and older 
poets than Ovid (for E. B. is a sohoUr). - There was Py- 
ramua and Thlabe, and be sore Dido waa not forgot, nor 
Hero sad Leander, and swana more than aang in Cajster, 
with mottoea and ftmoifn] devices, each as beseeined— a 
work in short of magio. Iria dipped the woof. Thla on 
Yalentine's-eve he commended to the all-awallowiog, in- 
discriminate oritioe — O ignoble tmetl — of the oommon 
post ; bnt the htimblo medinm did ita dnty, and from hia 
watohftil stand the next morning he uw the oheerfnl 
messenger knock, end by-and-b; the preoioas charge de- 
livered. He saw, nnaeen, the happy girl unfold the Val- 
entine, dance abont, clap her hands, aa one after one the 
pretty emblema nnfolded themselves. She danced about, 
not with light love, or foolish eipeotations, for she bad 
no lover ; or, if she had, none ahe knew that oonld have 
created those bright images which delighted her. It was 
more like some fairy present; a God-send, as oar famil- 
iarly pions ancestors termed a benefit received where 
the benefactor was nnknown. Itwonld do her no harm. 
It wonld do her good forever after. It is good to love 
the noknowu. I only give this as a specimen of E. B, 
and hia modest way of doing a concealed kindness. 

Good-morrow to my Valentine, singa poor Ophelia; 
and no better wish, bat with better anspioea, we wish to 
all falthfol lovers, who are not too wise to despise old 
legends, bnt are content to rank thsmselves bamble dio- 
cesans of old Blsbop Valentine and his true church. 
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IMPERFECT SYMPATHIES. 

I km of > conatitutioii so general, that it conaortB and ajm- 
pathizeih with all things ; I bBTe no atiUpntby, or rather Idi- 
osjncros; in anything. Those natural repugnancies do not 
touch me, nor do I behold with pr^udice the French, llaUan, 
Spaniard, or Dutcb. — Eeligio Mtdid. 

That the aathor of the Religio Medioi, moanted up- 
on the tkj stilts of abstraotion, coaversiuit about notion- 
al and ooQjeotoral esaenoes; in whose oategories of Be- 
ii^ the posaible took the upper hand of the aotnal; 
■hoold have overlooked the impertinent individQalitiea 
of sooh poor oonoretiona aa mankind, ia not mnoh to be 
admired. It ii rather to be wondered at, that in the 
genua of animala he shonld have ooudesoended to diatin- 
gaish that ipecieB at all. For myself — earth-boond and 
fettered to the aeene of mj a^tiTitiea — 

" Standing on earth, not rapt above the aky," 

1 oonfeaa that I do feel the differences of mankind, na- 
tional or indiridnal, to an unhealthy ezoesB. 1 can look 
with no indifferent eye upon thinga or persona. What- 
ever ia, is to me a matter of taste or distaste; or when 
onoe it becomes indifferent, it begins to be disrelishing. 
I am, in plainer words, a bundle of pr^udioes — made ap 
of likings and disltkings — the veriest tbrall to sympathies, 
apathies, antipathies. In a certain sense, I hope it maj 
be said of me that I am a lover of my species. I can feel 
for all indifferently, bat I cannot feel toward all equally. 
The more porely-Eoglish word that expresses sympathy, 
will better explain my meaning, I can he a friend to a 
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wortlij mftD, who upon another aocoont cannot be tnj 

tnatp or fellow. I cannot litt all people alike.* 

I have been trjing all my life to like Scotchmen, and 
am obliged to desist from the experiment in despair. 
They cannot like me — and in trntii, I never knew one of 
that nation who attempted to do it. There is something 
mora plain and ingennona in thdr mode of proceeding. 
We know one another at first sight. There is an order 
of imperfect intellects (under which mine must be con- 
tent to rank) which in its conBtitntlon is essentially antl- 
Oaledonian. The owners of the sort of faenltiea I allnde 
to, have minds rather snggeetive than comprebenrive. 
They have no pretenaee to much clearness or precision 

* I would be nnderatood «a contlDlDg myeelf to the subject of 
impafxi lympatiiti. To natiouB oi classes of men there can bo 
DO dlreol antipathy. There may be individuals bom and oon- 
■tellaUd so opposite to snother individual nature that the iBme 
sphere cannot hold theoi. I have met with mj moral intipodei, 
and eao believe the stoi? of (wo persona meetiDg (who never saw 
one another faeforo in their Uvea) and instantly fighting. 
" — Wo by proof find there should be 
'Twixt man and man snoh an antipathy. 
That though be can. show no just reason why 
For any former wrong or injury, 
Can neither find a blemish in his &me, 
Nor aught in fkoe or feature justly blame. 
Can challenge or accuse hira of no evil. 
Yet, notwithstnnding, bates bim as a devil." 
The lines sre from old Heywood's "ffieratehie of Angels," and 
he eubjaine a cnriooB story in oonflrmation, of a Spaniard who at- 
tempted to assasdnate s King Ferdinand of Spain, and being put 
to the raok oould pve no other reason for the deed bnt an Invet- 
erate antipathy which hehadtakentothe first si^tof the King, 
" — The osuse which to that act oompelled bim 
Was, be ne'er loved him dnoe be first beheld bim." 
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is their ideas, or in ibdt manner of expresmng tham. 
Tbeir inteilectiisl wardrobe (to oonfeas fairly) haa few 
whole pieces in it. Thej are oontevt witb tragmenta 
and Boattered pieces of Trath. Sbe presents no foil front 
to them — a feature ta ude-hoe at the most. Hints and 
glimpses, germs and orade essa7B at a S7Btem, is the ut- 
most the/ pretend to. The^r beat ap a little game per- 
adventure — and leave it to knottier heads, more roboat 
constitations, to nm it down. The light that ligbta them 
is not steady and polar, hot mutable and shifting: wax- 
ing, and again waning. Their oonversation is aooording^ 
I7. They will throw out a random word in or out of 
season, and be oontent to let it paaa for what it is worth. 
They cannot speak always as if they were upon their oatb 
— bnt must be understood, speaking or writing, with some 
abatement. They seldom wait to mature a proposition, 
but e'en bring it to market in the green ear. They de- 
light to impart their defeoUve discoveries as they arise, 
without waiting for their development. They are no 
systematiKers, and would but err more I7 attempting it. 
Their minds, as T aud before, are suggeslive merely. The 
brain of a true Oaledonian (if I am not mistaken) is oon- 
stitnted upon quite a different plan. His Uinerva is bom 
in panoply. Yon are never admitted to see his ideas in 
their growth-^ indeed, they do grow, and are not rather 
put together upon principles of olock-work. Ton never 
oatoh his mind in an nndress. He never hints or aaggests 
anything, but unlades his stook of ideas in perfect order 
and completeness. He brings hia total wealth into com- 
pany, and gravely unpacks it. Bis riohee are always 
about him. He never stoops to oatoh a glittering some- 
thing in your presence to share it with yon, before he 
quite knows whether it be true touch or not. Ton can- 
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not crj halMi to aiiTthiiig th&t h« flnda. He does not 
find, but brings. Yon never witnees bis firat apprehen- 
sion of a thing. His nnderstanding ia alwaja at ita me- 
ridian— jou nerer see the first dawn, tbe earl; streaks. 
— He has no faltariugs of self-suspicion. SnnnieeB, 
gnesaea, miagiTinga, half-intnitions, semi-conAoiommeaaea, 
partial illnminationa, dim instincts, embryo oonoeptiona, 
have no place in his brain, or vocabalary. The twilight 
of dnbiet; never faUs upon Mm. Is be orthodox— he has 
no donbta. Is be an infidel — be has none either. Be- 
. tween the affirmative and the negative there ia no border- 
land with him. You cannot hover with him npon the 
confines of truth, or wander in the maze of a probable 
argnmenL He always keeps the path. Ton cannot 
make excursions with him — for be aeta you right. Eia 
taste never finctaates. His morality never abates. He 
cannot compromise, or onderstand middle aotions. There 
can be bnt a right and a wrong. Hia conversation is aa 
a book. His affirmations have the aanctity of an oath. 
Yon mnat apeak upon the square with him. He stops a 
metaphor like a suspected pcraon in an enemy's oonntr;. 
" A healthy bookl " — said one of bis countrymen to me, 
who bad ventured to give that appellation to John Bqd- 
cle. — " Did I catoh rightly what yon aaid I I have beard 
of a man in health, and of a healthy state of body, but I 
do not see how that epithet can be properly applied to a 
book." Above all, yon must beware of indirect exprea- 
aions before a Caledonian. Olap an extinguisher npon 
yonr irony, if yon are nnhappily bloat with a vein of it. 
Remember you are npon your oath. I have a print of 
a graceful female after Leonardo da Vinci, which I waa 
blowing o£E to Mr, . After he had examined it mi- 
nutely, I ventnred to aik him how be liked ht beauty 
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(a fooliBli Dame it goes bj among my Mends) — when he 
very gravely assared me that "lie had considerable re- 
•peot for my oharaoter and talents" (so he was pleased 
to say), " bnt had not given himself maoh thonght aboat 
the degree of my personal pretensions." The miaoon- 
ceptjon staggered me, bnt did not seem mnoh to disoon- 
oert him. Persons of this nation are partioalsrly fond 
of affirming a tnith — wbicb nobody donbts. They do 
not so properly affirm, as annnnoiate it. They do, in- 
deed, appear to have auoh a love of trath (as if^ like vir- 
tue, it were valuable for itself) that all trath becomes 
equally valuable, whether the proposition that contains 
it be new or old, disputed, or such as is impossible to be- 
come a subject of disputation. I was pr^ent not long 
rinoe at a party of North Britons, where a son of Barns 
was expected; and happened to drop a silly expression 
(in my South British way), that I wished it were the 
&tber instead of the son — when fonr of them started ap 
at once to inform me that "that was impossible, be- 
oanse he was dead." An impreotioable wish, it seems, 
was more than they conld conceive. Swift has hit off 
this part of their character, namely, their love of trath, 
in his biting way, bnt with an illiberality that necessa- 
rily confines the passage to the mai^in.* The tedions- 
• There are soma peoplo wlio think they suffidently acquit 
themselves, and enterbun their oompany, with TBlating facts of 
no oomequanoe, not U all OM of the ro»d of each oommon imjl- 
dents M happen every day ; and this I have observed mora tro- 
quently among the Scots than an; other nation, who are VBjy 
csieful not to omit the minutcBt circnmsCtmcee of time or plaoe; 
which kind of discourse, if it were not a little relieved by the 
uncouth terms and phrases, aa well as accent and gesture pecul- 
iar to that comiCry, would be hardly tolerable. — ISnU iotimrd an 
Euay au Coim»r»3tion. 
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neu of tb«8e people ia oertainlj provoUng. I vooder 
if the J ever tire one Another) In laj earl; life I had a 
passionate fondness for the poetry of BamB. I have 
Bometimee foolishly hoped to ingratiate mjself with his 
oonntrymen hj expresaing it. Bat I have alwajs fonnd 
that a tnie Soot resents yonr admiration of bis compat- 
riot, even more than he wonid jonr contempt of him. 
The latter be impatea to your "imperfect iioqusintanoe 
with manj of the worda which he uses ; " and the aame 
objection nmkes it a presamption in fon to sappose that 
yon can admire him. Tbomeon they seem to hare for- 
gotten. Smollett tbej have neither forgotten nor for- 
given, for his delineatioo of Ror;^ and his companion, 
upon their firat introduction to oar metropolis. Speak 
of Smollett as a great genins, and the; will retort npon 
yon Eame's History compared with Aw Continnation of it. 
What if the hiitoiiaB had oontinned Humphrey Olinker? 
I have, in the abBtraot, no disrespect for Jews. They 
are a piece of stubhom antiqnitj, compared with which 
Btonebenge is in its nonage. They date beyond the pyra- 
mids. Bnt I shoald not oare to be in habits of familiar 
intercoaree with any of that nation. I confess that I 
have not the nerves to enter their Bynagognes. Old 
prejadioea cling aboat me. I cannot shake off the atory 
of Hagh of Lincoln. Oentoriea of iiyary, contempt, and 
bate, on the one aide — of cloaked revenge, dissimoladon, 
and bate, on the other, between onr and their fatiiers, 
most and ongbt to affect the blood of the children. I 
cannot believe it can ran dear and kindly yet; or that a 
few fine words, mch as candor, liberality, the light of a 
nineteenth century, can close up the breaches of so dead- 
ly a disunion. A Hebrew is nowhere congenial to me. 
He is least diBtastefnl on 'Ohange— for the mercantile 
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spirit levels all distinctions, sa all are beaaties in the 
dark. I boldly confess that I do not relish the approxi- 
mation of Jew and Christian, whioh has beoome so fash- 
ionable. The reciprocal endearments have, to me, some- 
thing hfpocritiaal and nnnatnral in them. I do not like 
to see the Ohnrch and Synagogue kisnng and congeaing 
in awkward postures of an affected civilitj. If tkty are 
converted, why do thei not come over to ns altogether! 
Why keep np a form of separation when the life of it is 
fled t If they can sit with ns at table, why do they keck 
at our cookery ) I do not nnderstsnd these half oonrert- 
ites, Jews Obristianizing — Ohristians Jndaiang — pozite 
me. I like flsh or flesh. A moderate Jew is a more 
oonfonnding piece of anomaly than a wet Quaker. The 

spirit of the synagogae is eieestially Mtparatwe. B 

would have been more in keeping if be had abided by 
the ttith of his forefathers. There is a fineseorn in hia 

face, whioh Nature meant to be of Christians. The 

Hebrew spirit is strong in him, in spite of his prosely- 
tism. He cannot conqnor the Shibboleth. How it breaks 
ont when he rings, "The Children of Israel passed through 
the Bed Seat" The auditors, for the moment, are as 
Egyptians to him, and he rides over our necks in tri- 

nmph. There is no miataking him. B has a strong 

expresenon of sense in his countenance, audit is confirmed 
by his sin^g. The foundation of his vocal excellence 
is sense. He sings with understanding, as Kemble de- 
livered dialogne. He wonld sing the Oommandmenta, 
and give an appropriate character to each prohibition. 
His nation, in general, have not over-sensible ootiDte- 
nances. How should they ! — hat yon seldom see a silly 
expression among them. Gain, and the pursuit of gain, 
sharpen a man's visage. I never heard of an idiot be- 
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ing born Kmong them. Some Admire the Jewish female 
physiognomj. I admire it — bnt vith tremhtiitg. itei 
had those f<^ dark, insomtsble ejee. 

In the negro conntenance 7011 will often meet with 
strong tniU ot benignity. I have felt yeaminge of ten- 
deroew toward Bom« of these bees— or ratfa«r maska — 
that have looked ont kindly npon one in casnal enooon- 
ters in the streets and highw^s. I lore what Fnller 
beaatitnlly calls — these "imagei of Ood oat in ehon;." 
Bnt I should not like to associate with them, t« share 
m; meals and my good nights with them — becanse they 
are black. 

I love Quaker ways and Quaker worabip. I venerate 
tiie Quaker principles. It does me good for the rest of the 
day when I meet any of their people in my path. When 
I am raffled or difitnrbed by any occurrence, the sight, 
or qoiet voice of a Qnaker, acts upon me as s ventilator, 
lightening the air, and taking off a load from the bosom, 
Bnt I cannot like the Quakers (as Desdemona would say) 
" to live with them." I am all over sophiiticated — with 
bumora, fancies, craving honrly sympathy. I must have 
books, pictures, theatres, chit-chat, scandal, Jokes, am- 
biguities, and a thousand whimwbams, which tlielr sim- 
pler taste can do without. I should starve at their 
primitive banquet. Uy appetites are too high for the 
salads which (according to Evelyn) Eve dressed for the 
angel, my gusto too exdted 

" To sit a gaeat with Danld at his pulse." 

The indirect answers which Quakers are' often found 
to return to a question put to them, may he eiplained, I 
think, without the vulgar assumption that they are 
more ^ven to evasion and equivocating than other peo- 
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pie. They natarall; look to their words more oareAill j, 
and are more caiitioos of committing themselves. The7 
have apecnliar character to keep up on this head. They 
stand in a manner opim their veracity. A Quaker is hj 
law exempted from taking an oath. The CQstotn of 
resorting to an oath in extreme cases, sanctified as it is 
bj all religions antiqnitj, is apt (it most be confessed) 
to inb'odnce into the laier sort of minds the notion of 
two kinds of truth— the one applicable to the aolemn 
a^rs fd jostice, and the other to the common proceed- 
ings of dailj intercourse. As truth bound npon the eon- 
science bj an oatb can be bat trntb, so in the common 
affirmations of the shop and the maTke^pI8Ce a latitude 
is expected, and conceded npon qneations wantmg this 
solemn covenant Something less than tmth satisfies. 
It is common to hear a person say, " Yon do not expect 
me to ^eak as if I were npon taj oath." Hence a great 
deal <}t inoorreotness and inadvertency, short of false- 
hood, creeps into ordinar; conversatioQ ; and a kind of 
Becoadar/ or laio-tratb is tolerated, where olergj-trnth — 
oath-tmth, bj the nature of the circumstances, is not 
required. A Quaker knows none of this distinction. 
His simple affirmation being received, npon the moat 
sacred occasions, without any further test, stamps a 
value npon the words which he is to use upon the most 
indifferent topics of life. He looks to them, naturally, 
with more severity. You can have of him no more 
than his word. He knows, if be is caught tripping in a 
casual expressioD, he forfeits, for himself at least, his 
claim to the invidious exemption. He knows that his 
syllables are weighed — and how far a consciousness of 
this particular watchfalness, exerted against a person, 
has a tendency to produce indirect answers, and a di* 
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rerting c^ the qnestion b^ honest means, migbt he il- 
loBtrated, and the prActioe justified, by a more sacred 
example than ii proper to be addaced upon this oooa- 
uon. The admirable presence of mind, whioh is iiot«- 
rioDs in QaakerB npon all contingenoleB, mi^t be traced 
to this imposed eelf-vatchfolneaa — il it did not seem 
rather an bwnble and aecnlar scion of that old stock of 
religions ecostancy, which neTer bent or faltered, in the 
FrimitiTe Friends, or gave way to the winds of persecn- 
tJOD, to tiieTiolenceof judge or accnser, TiiideT trials and 
racking ecaminationB. " Yon will never be the wiser, if 
I sit here answering yoor qnestions till midnight," add 
one of those upright Jaetioers to Fenn, who had been 
patting law-oases with a pnzzling sabtlety. "Thereafter 
as the answers may be^" retorted the Qaaker. The as- 
tonishing composnre of this people is sometimes ludi- 
oroasly displayed in lighter instances. I was traveling 
in a stage-eoaoh with three male Quakers, bnttoned up 
in the straitest nonconformity of their sect. We stopped 
to bait at Andover, where a taeal, partly tea-apparatas, 
partly sapper, was set before ns. Uy friends confined 
themselves to the tea-table. I in my way took supper. 
Wlien the landlady broaghtin the bill, the eldest of my 
companions discovered that she had charged for both 
meals. This was redsted. Mne hostess waa very cltm- 
orons and positive. Some mild arguments were nsed on 
the part of the Qoakers, for which the heated mind of 
the good lady seemed by no means a fit recipient The 
gnard came in with his nsoal peremptory notice. The 
Qnakers polled out their nioney and formaDy tendered 
it — so mnch for tea — I, in hnmble imitation, tendering 
mine— for the snpper which I bad taken. She would not 
relax in her demand. So they all three quietly pat 19 their 
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silver, as did mjsel^ and tnarohed out of the room, the 
eldest and ^sveet going first, with mjself oloaing up the 
rear, who thooghl I oould not do better than follow the 
•xunple of aaoh grave and wsrnuitable personages. We 
got in. The stepa went up. The ooaoh drove off. The 
nmrmurs of mine hostess, not verj indistinct); or ambig- 
nonsly prononnoed, became after a time inandible — and 
now tn; oonsoienoe, which the whimsioal scene liad for 
a while snspended, banning to give some twitobes, I 
waited, in the hope that some jostifloation wonld be 
offered bj tbese serioni persons for the seeming injustice 
of their conduct. To mj great anrprise not a syllable 
was dropped on the subject. The; sat as mute as at a 
meeting. At length the eldest of them broke silence, 
b; inqniring of his next neighlwr, " Hast thee heard 
how indigos go at the India House t " and the qaestion 
operated as a soporific on m; moral feeling as far as 
Exeter. 



wnOHES, AND OTHER NIGHT-FEARS. 

■ffa are too hasty when we set down our anoestors in 
Uke groaa for fools, for the monstrous inoonsistenciea (as 
the; seem to us) involved in their creed of witchcraft. 
In the relalioDB of this vinble world we find them to 
have been as rational, and shreird to detect an historio 
anomaly, as onrselvea. Bnt when once the invisible 
world was aupposed to be opened, and the lawless agen- 
cy of had spirits assumed, what measnres of prolmbilit?, 
of decency, of fitness, or proportion — of that whiob dis- 
tiogniahes the likely from the palpable abauTd — oonld 
they have to guide them iu the rejection or admis«on of 
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Any particular teatiinoDy! That mudeiia pined away, 
wasting inwardly as their waxen images oonsamed be- 
fore a fire — that corn waa lodged, and cattle lamed — that 
whirlwinds nptore in diabolio revelry the oaks of the 
forest— or that spits and kettles only danced a fearfol-in- 
nooent vagary aboat some rastic'B kitchen whea no wind 
was sttrriDg — were all equally probable where no law of 
agency was imderstood. That the prince of the powera 
of darkness, passing by the flower and pomp of tlie earth, 
shonld lay preposteroos siege to the weak fantasy of in- 
digent eld, has neither likelihood nor nnlikehood a priori 
to OS, who have no measare to gness at his policy, or 
standard to eatimate what rate thoae anile aonla may 
fetch in the devil's market. Nor, when the wicked are 
expressly symbolized by a goat, was it to be wondered at 
80 much that h» shotdd come sometimea in that body, 
and assert his metaphor. That tiie interooorae was 
opened at all between both worlds was, perbapa, a mis- 
take; but that once assumed, I see no reason for disbe- 
lieving one attested story of this natnre more than an- 
other on the score of ahsnrdity. There b no law to 
jndge of the lawless, or canon by which a dream may be 
oriticised. 

I have sometimes tbonght that I conld not have exist- 
ed in the days of received witchcraft ; that I conld not 
have slept in a village where one of those reputed hags 
dwelt. Onr ancestors were holder or more ohtnse. Amid 
the universid belief tbat these wretches were in league 
with the author of all evil, holding hell tributary to their 
muttering, no simple Jnstioe of the peace seems to have 
sompled issuing, or silly head-borongh serving, a warrant 
apon them — as if they shonld snbpcena Satan ! Frospero 
in his boat, with his books and wand ahont him, anfFera 
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him»df to be oonTejed sway at the mercy of his ene- 
mies to an unknown island. He might have raiaed a 
storm or two, we thiak, on the paaaage. Hia aoqnies- 
oenoe is in exact analogy to the non-reaiatance of witches 
to the oonstitnted powers. What stops the fiend in 
Spenser from tearing Gnyon to piecea — or who had 
made it a oonditdon of his prey, that Gnyon must take 
oBsny of the glorions bait? — we have no gneaa. W« do 
not know the laws of that oonntry. 

From my childhood I was extremely inqDiritire abont 
witobea and witoh-stories. My maid, and more legenda- 
ry annt, sapplied me with good store. Bnt I shall men- 
tion the Booident which directed my cnriodty originally 
into this obannd. In my father's book-closet, the " His- 
tory of the Bihle," by Stackhonse, ooonpied a distin- 
gnished station. The pictnree with which it abonuda — 
one of the ark, in partionlar, and another of Solomon's 
temple, delineated with all the fidelity of oonlar admeas- 
nrement, as if the artist had been npon the spot — attract- 
ed my childish sttention. There was a picture, too, of 
Hbo Witch rturtng np Samnel, which I wish that I had 
never seen. We shall come to that hereafter. Staok- 
honse is in two huge tomea — and there was a pleasnre in 
removing folios of that magnitnde, which, with infinite 
straining, was aa much as I ooold manege, from the dtna- 
tion which they occapied npon an npper shelf. I have not 
met with the work from that time to this, bnt I remember 
it oonsiited of Old Testament stories, orderly set down, 
with the o&;Mtion appended to each story, tmAthatobiti/m 
of the otfjection regnlarly tacked to that. The objeotioa 
was a summary of whatever diffionlties had been opposed 
to the probability of the history, by the shrewdness of 
ancient or modem infidelity, drawn np with an almost 
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oomplimentary excess of candor. The tohttion was brief, 
modrat, and satisfactoiT. The bane and antidote were 
both before 70a. To donbta so put, and eo qnasbed, 
there feemed to be an end forever. The dragon laj dead, 
for Qie foot of the veriest babe to trample on. Bat — ■ 
lilce as was rather feared than realized from that alain 
monster in Bpenser — from the womb of diose crashed 
errors joong dragonets vronld creep, exceeding the prow- 
ess of BO tender a Saint George as mjaelf to vanqnish. 
The habit of expeotlng objeotions to every passage, set 
me npon starting more objecttons, for the glor^ of find- 
ing a aolntiOD of my own fbr them. I became st^- 
gered and perplexed, a ekeptio in long-coats. The pretty 
Bible-atoriea which I had read, or heard read in ohnroh, 
lost their pority and sincerity of impression, and were 
turned into so many historic or chronologic Uieses to be 
defended against whatever impngners. I was not to dis- 
believe them, but — the next thing to that — I waji to be 
quite snre that some one or other wonld or had disbe- 
lieved them. Next to making a child an infidel, is the let- 
ting Mm know that there are infidels at all. Orednlity is 
the man's weakness, but the child's strength. Oh, how 
ugly sonnd scriptaral doabta from the month of a babe 
and a snokling ! Ishonldhavelost myself in these nazes, 
and have pined away, I think, with snob imfit sostenance 
as these hnsks a£Forded, bnt for a fortunate piece of ill- 
fortnne, which abont this time befell me. Turning over 
the picture of the ark with too much baste, I unhappily 
made a breach in its iogenions fabric ; driving my incon- 
siderate fingers right through the two larger quadrupeds 
— the elephant and the camel — that stare (as well they 
might) out of the last two windows next the steerage in 
that unique piece of naval architecture. Btaokhouse waa 
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heDoeforth looked up, and became an interdioted treas- 
ure. With the book, the ebjectiont and tohttimt gradu- 
ally cleared ont of ray head, aai have seldom retoraed 
uDoe in anj foree to troable me. Bnt there was one im- 
pression wbioh I bad imbibed with Staokhonse, which 
no lock or bar oonld ahnt ont, and which was dtfitined to 
try my childlah narves rather more soriondy. — That d»- 
teatable pictnre. 

I was dreadfully olive to nervons terrors. The night- 
time, solitude, and the dark, were my hell. The suSer- . 
ings I endured in this nature would jnatify the expres- 
sion. I never laid my head on my pillow, I snppose, 
from the fourth to the seventh or eighth year of my life — 
so far as memory serves in things so long ago — without 
on asanranoe, which realized its own prophecy, of seeing 
some frightful spectre. Be old Staokhonse then acquitted 
in part, if I say that to his picture of the witch raising 
up Samuel — (O that old man covered with a mantle 1) — 
I owe, not my midnight terrors, the hell of my infancy, 
but the shape an4 manner of their visitation. It was he 
who dressed up for me a hag that nightly sate upon my 
piUow — a sure bedfellow, when my aunt or my m^ was 
far from me. All day long, while' the book was per- 
mitted me, I dreamed waking over his delineation, and 
at night (if I may use so hold an expression) awoke into 
sleep, and foimd the vision true. 1 durst not, even in 
the daylight, onoe enter the chamber where I slept, 
without my face turned to the window, aversely from 
the bed where my witch-ridden pillow was. Parents do 
not know what they do when they leave tender babes 
alone to go to sleep in the dark. The feeling about for 
a friendly arm — the hoping for a familiar voice, when 
they awoke screaming, and find none to soothe them, 
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irhat a terrible ahnking it is to their poor nerreal The 
keeping them ap till miilnight, through candle-light and 
the □nwholesome honrs, aa thej are oalled, would, I am 
■atiafied, in a medical point of view, prove the better 
oantion. That detestable picture, as I have said, gave the 
fashion to my dreams, if dreams they were, for the scene 
of them was invariably the room in irhioh I lay. Had I 
never met w!Ui the piotnre, the fears would have come 
self-pietDied in some shape or otlker — 

" Hea<U«M bear, tdack man, or ape" — 
but, as it was, my imaginations took that form. It is 
not hook, or piotnre, or the stories of foolish servanta, 
which create these terrors in children. They can at 
most bnt give them a direction. Dear little T, H,, who 
of all children has been bToat;ht np with the most scru- 
polons eiclnsion of every taint of supersUtion, who was 
never allowed to hear of goblin or apparition, or scarce- 
ly to be told of bod men, or to read or hear of any dis- 
tressing story, finds all this world of fear, from which 
he haa been so rigidly ezduded ab Ixtra, in his own 
" thick-ooming fancies \ " and from his little midnight 
pillow, thie nnrse-ohild of optimism will start at shapes, 
unborrowed of tradition, in sweats to which the reveries 
of the cell-damned mnrderer are tranquillity. 

Gorgons, and Hydras, and OhimreraB dire — stories of 
Oetteno end the Harpies— may reproduce themselves in 
the brain of superstition — bat they were there before. 
They are transcripts, types — the archetypes are in ns, 
and eternal. How else ehoold the recital of that, which 
we know in a waking sense to be false, come lo affect os 
at all? or 

— " Names, whose sense we see not. 
Fracas with tl]in;;s that be nott" 

,Cl.K>tjl>J 
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Is it that we nstarally oonoeiTe terror from Bacli objects, 
oonaldored in their capaoit^ of being able to inSiot npoa 
OS bodiljit^arj't Oh, least of alll Theaa terrors are 
of older standing. The; date beyond body, or, witbont 
the body, they would have been the same. All the oniel, 
tormenting, defined devils in Dante, tearing, mangling, 
choking, stifling, leoroliing demons — are they one-half 
BO fearfal to the spirit of a man, as the simple idea of a 
Bpirit nnembodied foUowiog him — 

" Like one that on ft looeeome road 

Dath walk in fear and dread, 

And baring odcb tamed rouad, witlks on 

And tamB no more bla bead ; 

Because be knows a frightiid Send 

Doth close behind him tread." * 
That the kind of fear here treated of is pnrely spirit- 
nal — that it is strong in proportion as it is olileoHeBa npon 
earth — that it predominates in the period of unless in- 
fancy — are diffionltieB, the solation of which might afford 
some probable insight into our antemimdane condition, 
And a peep at least into the shadow-land of pre&dstence. 
My night-fancies have long ceased to be afSiotive. I 
confess an occasional nightmare; but I do not, as in 
early youth, keep a stnd of them. Fiendish fscea, with 
the extingalahed taper, will oome and look at me ; bnt I 
know them for mockeries, even while I cannot elade 
their presenoe, and I fight and grapple with them. For 
the credit of ray imagiaation, I am almost ashamed to 
say bow tame and prosaic my dreams are grown. They 
are ne^er romantio, seldom even mral. They are of ar- 
ohitecture and of bnildings — cities abroad, whioli I have 

* Mr. Coleridge's Anoient Uuinar, . 
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nerer Hen and budl^ bare hoped to tee. I have trav- 
ersed, for the wemisg length of a natural Ab,j, Rome, 
AmBterdam, Paris, ligbon — their chorohee, palaces, 
eqoarea, tnarket-pUces, ahopa, aaborbs, mina, With an 
inezpreaaible aenae of delight — a map-like distinotneaa 
of trace — and a dajlight TividiieiB of Tision, diat iraa all 
but being «wake. I have formerly traveled among the 
Weatmoreland fella — my bigbeat Alps — but they are ob- 
jecta too migbtj for the graap of T117 dreaming recogni- 
tion; and I have agun and agaio awoke with ineffectual 
Btnigglea of the inoer e^e, to make ont a shape, In any 
way whatever, of Helvellyn. Methooght I waa in that 
country, but the monntaina were gone. The poverty of 
my dreama morljfiea me. There ia Ooleridge, at his will 
can COD jnre ap icy domes, and pleaanre-hoDaea for Enbia 
Ebon, and Abyeamian muda, and aongs of Abara, and 
cavema — 

" Where Alpb, the sacred rfver, rons " — 

to eolaoe hia night solitndea — when I cannot muster a 
fiddle. Barry Oorawall has hia tritona and hia nereida 
gamboling before him in nocturnal visions, and proolum- 
ing sons bom to Neptnne — when mj stretch of imagina- 
tive activity can hardly, in the nigbt-seaaon, raise Dp tbe 
ghost of a fish-wife. To set my failares in somewhat a 
mortifying light — it waa after reading tbe noble Dream 
of tbia poet, that my fancy ran strong npon tbeae marine 
apectra; and tbe poor plastic power, aocb aa it ia, within 
me set to work, to hnmor my folly in a 80rt of dream 
that very night. Uetbongbt I was npon the ocean-bil- 
lows at aome Bea-nnptialB, riding and monnted high, with 
the cnstomary train sounding their conobs before me (I 
myaelf, yon may be anre, the Itading god), and joUUy we 
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vent careering over the mtun, till Jnet where luo Lenoo- 
thea shootd have greeted me (I think it was Ino) with a 
white embraae, the billowi gradually fmbBiding, fell from 
a sea-ronghnees to a Bea-oalm, and theooe to a river-mo- 
tion, and that river (as happens in the familiarization of 
dreams) was no other than the gentle Thames, whioh 
landed me in the waftare ot a placid wave or two, alone, 
safe and inglorious, somewhere at the foot of Lambeth 
Palace. 

The degree of the soul's oreadvenees in sleep might 
famish no whimsical criterion of the qnantnm of poeti- 
cal facnltj' resident in the same soul waking. An old 
gentleman, a biend of mine, and a hamoriat, ttsed to 
carry this notion so far that, when he saw any stripling 
of hia acquaintance ambitioas of becoming a poet, hia 
first question would be, "Yoong man, what sort of 
drefims Lave jon!" I have so much faith in mj old 
friend's theory that, when I feel that idle vein retoming 
npon me, I presently subside into mj proper element of 
prose, remembering those einding nermds, and that inr 
ans[doioaa inland landing. 



MY RELATIONS. 

I AH arrived at that point of life at which a man may 
accoont it a hlesaing, as it ia a singularity, if he have 
either of his parents surviving. I have not that felicity 
— and sometimes think feelingly of a passage in Browne's 
Ohristian Uorals, where he spe^s of a man that hath 
lived sixty or seventy years in the world. "In snoh a 
compass of time," he says, " a man may have a close ap- 
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prehenmon what it is to be foi^tten, when he hath lived 
to find none vho oonld remember his father, or soaroeljr 
the fdendfi of his joath, and may Beutibly •«« with what 
a face in no long time Oblitioit will look upon himself." 
I had an aunt, a dear and good one. -Bhe was one 
whom dngle blessedness had eovred to the world. She 
. often used to sa; that I was the onlj thing in it which 
she loved; and, when she thought I was qnitting it, she 
grieved over me witli mother's lears. A partiality quite 
so exclouTe mj reason cannot altogether approve. She 
was irom morning till night poring over good books, and 
devotional exercises. Her favorite votomes were Thomas 
ft Eempis, in Btanhope's banslation ; and a Komao Cath- 
olic Prajer Book, with the matin« and eotnpliTi^ regular- 
ly set down — terms which I was that time too young to 
nnderstand. She persisted in reading them, although 
admonished daQj concerning their Paplstioal tendeqoy ; 
and went to church every Sabbath as a good Protestant 
should do. These were the only books she studied; 
though I think, at one period of her life, she told me, she 
bad read with great satiafaotion the Adventures of an 
nnfortaoate Yoong Nobleman. Finding the door of the 
chapel in Essex Street open one day— it was in the infan* 
07 of that heresy— she went in, liked the sermon, and the 
manner of worship, and frequented it at intervals for 
some time after. She came not for doctrinal points, and 
never missed them. With some little asperities in her 
constitution, which I have above hinted at, she was ft 
steadfast, Mendly being, and a fine old Ohrittvm. She 
was a woman of strong sense, and a shrewd mind — ex- 
traordinary at a repartis; one of the few oocsnons of 
her breaking silence — else she did not much valae wit. 
The only secular employment I remember to have sees 



HT RELATIONa 116 

her engaged in, was, the f^UttiDg of French beaoa, and 
dropping them into a ohina hasin of fair water. The 
odor of those tender T^etablea to this daj oomee book 
npon my eenses, redolent of soothing recolleotione. Oer* 
tainlf it ia the most delicate of cnlinarj operations. 

Male anntt, as aomabody calls them, I liad none — to 
remember. Bj the nnole's side I may be Bud to have 
been bom an orphan. Brother, or sister, I never had 
any — to know them, A sister, I think, that shonld have 
been Elizabeth, died in both onr infanoieB, Whet a com- 
fort, or what a care, may I not have missed in her t — Bnt 
I have oonsins sprinkled abont in HertfoTdabire — beddes 
two, with whom 1 have been all my life in babita of the 
oloeeet intimaoy, and whom I may term oonsins par ex- 
eeUenee. These are James and Bridget Klia. They are 
older than myself by twelve, and ten, years ; and neither 
of them seems disposed, in matters of advice and guid- 
anoe, to waire any of the prerogatives which primogeni- 
tnre confers. May they oontinne still in the same mind ; 
and when they shall be seventy-flve, and seventy-three, 
years old (I cannot apare them sooner), persist in treat- 
ing me in my grand climacteric precisely as a stripling 
or younger brother! 

James is on inexplioable ooudn. Natore bath ber 
nnities, which not every critic can penetrate; or, if we 
feel, we cannot explain them. The pen of Yorick, and 
of none dnce his, could have drawn J, E. entire— those 
fine Shandean lights and shades, which make np his story. 
I must limp after in my poor antithetical manner, as the 
fates have ^ven me grace and talent. J. E. then — to the 
eye of a common observer at least — seemeth made np of 
contradictory principles. The gennine child of impnlse, 
tbe &^d philosopher of pmdence — the phlegm of wj 
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consul's doctrine is invariably at war with his tempera- 
ne&t, which is high sangaine. With stwaji some fire- 
new project in his brain, J. E. is the sjstematio opponent 
of innoTatian, and crier down of eyerjthing that has not 
stood the test of age and experiment. With a hnndred 
fine notions chasing one another hoorlj in his fane;, he 
is startled at the least approach to the romantic in others; 
and, determined by his own sense in everything, com- 
mends you to the guidance of common-senae on ei\ occa- 
sions. — With a touch of the eccentric in all which he 
does, or says, he is only anxioas that you shonld not com- 
mit yonrself by doing anything absnrd or singnlar. On 
my onoe letting dip at the table, that I was not fond of 
a certfun popular dish, he b<^;ged me at any rate not to 
mtf so — for the world would think me mad. He disgnises 
a passionate fondnoss for works of high art (whereof be 
hath amassed a choice collection), nndar the pretext of 
bnying only to sell again — that his enthnsiasm may give 
no enconragement to yonrs. Yet, if it were so, why does 
that piece of tender, pastoral Domenichino hang still by 
his wall? — is the ball of his sight ranch more dear to 
him ?— or what piotnre-dealer can talk like him I 

Whereas mankind, in general, are observed to warp 
their epecDlative conclnsions to the hent of their individ- 
nal hnmors, hit theories are snre to be in diametrical op- 
position to hia constitution. He is conrageons as Charles 
of Sweden, npon instinct; chary of his person npon prin- 
ciple, as a travelii^ Qnaker. — He has been preaching np 
to mo, all my life, the doctrine of bowing to the great — 
the necessity of forms, and manner, to a man's getting on 
in the world. He himself never aims at either, that I oan 
discover — and has a spirit that woald stand npright in 
the presence of the Oham of Tartary. It is pleasant to 
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hear him disconrse of patience — eztotling it as the truest 
wisdom — aod to see him dni'ing the last seven miautes 
that hie diaDer is getting readr. Nature never ran up in 
her haste a more restless pieoe of workmanship than 
when she moulded this impetnons oon«n — and Art never 
turned out a more elaborate orator than he can display 
himself to be, upon this favorite topic of the advantages 
of quiet and contentedness in the state, whatever it tie, 
that we are placed in. He is triumphant on this theme, 
when he has 700 safe in one of those short stages that 
plj for the western road, in a very obstmcting manner, 
at the foot of John Murray's Street — where yon get in 
when it is empty, and are espected to wait till the vehi- 
cle hath completed her Just freight— a tryilng three-quar- 
ters of an hour to some people. He wonders at your 
fidgetiness — " where could we be better than we are, that 
titttJiff, thia eoTiMvlHTig t " — " prefers, for his part, a state 
of rest to locomotion"— with an eye all the while npon 
the ooaohman — till at length, waxing oat of all patience, 
at your want of it, he breaks out into a pathetic remon- 
strance at the fellow for detaining ne so long over the 
time which he had professed, and declares peremptorily, 
that "the gentleman in the coach is determined to get 
ont, if be does not drive on that instant." 

Very qnick at inventing an argument, or detecting a 
sophistry, he is incapable of attending yau in any chain 
of arguing. Indeed, he makes wild work with logic: and 
seems to jump at most admirable conclusions by some pro- 
oesB, not at all akin to it. Consonantly enough to this, 
he hath been heard to deny, upon cert^n occasioDB, that 
there exists such a ficnlty at all in man as riMon; and 
Tondereth how man came first to have a conceit of it — 
enforcing his negation with oil the might of reasoning be 
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k master of. He has some speculative notions ogsinBt 
laugliter, and will maintain that laughing is not natural 
to him — when peradTontore the next momeat hii longs 
shall crow like Obantioleer. He bsjh some of the best 
things in the world — and deolareth that wit is his arer- 
uon. It was he who said, npon teeing the Eton hofs at 
plaj in their gronnds — What a pity to thinh that theie 
Ji7\» ingmnwvs tadt ina/ew yeanmll cM be ehangedinto 
frivoUme Menihen 0/ ParliameTtt ! 

Hia joaCh was fiery, glowing, tempestuons — and in 
age he disoovereth no symptom of ouoling. This is that 
whiob I admire in him. I hate people who meet Time 
half-way. I am for no compromise with that inevitable 
spoiler. While he lives, J. E. will take liis swing. It 
does me good, as I walk toward the street of my daily av- 
ocation, on some fine Uay morning, to meet bim march- 
ing in a qnito opposite directioD, with a Jolly, handsome 
presence, and shining, songoine face, that indicates some 
porchsse in his eye — a Claude — or a Hobbima — for much 
of his enviable leisure is consumed at Ohriatie'a and Phil- 
lips's — or where not, to pick up pictures, and snoh gands. 
On these occasions he mostly stopped me, to read a short 
lecture on the advantage a person like me possesses above 
himself, in having his time oaonpied with business which 
he muit do — assnreth me that he oft«n feels it hang heavy 
on his hands — wishes he had fewer holidays — and goes 
off — Westward Ho t — chanting a tone, to Pall Mall — per- 
fectly convinced that he has convinced me — while I pro- 
ceed in my oppodte direction tuneless. 

It is pleasant sg^ to see this Professor of Indiffer- 
ence doing the honors of his new purchase, when he 
has fiurty boosed it. Yon must view it in every light, 
till he has found the best — placing it at this distance, and 
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at th&t, bnt always Bniting the foons of jom sight to his 
own. Ton must ipy at it through yoiir fingers, to catch 
the aerial perepeotive — thoogh jod assnre him that to 
yon the landsoi^ abows nmcfa more agreeable withoot 
that artidoe. Woe be to the looUess wight, who does 
not only not respond to his rapture, bnt who should drop 
an unseasonable intimatioa of preferring one of bis an- 
terior bargains to the present! — The last is always his 
best bit — his " Oynthia of the minnte." — Alas ! how 
many a mild Madonna hafelknown to eomt in — a Ra- 
phael ! — keep its aseendenoj for a few brief moons — then, 
after oertaia intermedial degradations, from the front 
drawing-room to the backigallery, thence to the dark 
parlor — adopted in tnm by each of the Corrocci, under 
snocessive lowering ascriptions of filiation, mildly break- 
ing its foil — consigned to the obliyions lumber-room, ffo 
out at last a Lucoa Giordano, or plun Carlo Maratti! — 
which things when I beheld — musing npon the obancea 
and mutabilities of fate below, hath made me to reSeot 
apoD the altered condition of great personages, or that 
wofU Queen of Richard II.— 

" — set forth in pomp, 
She came adorned hitber like sweet Hay, 
Sent bach like Hallovinae, or short'st of day." 
With great lovo for you J. E. hath bnt a limited sympa- 
thy with what yon foel or do. Ho lives in a world of 
bis own, and makes slender gaeeses at what passes in 
your mind. He never pierces the marrow of your 
habits. He will tell an old-established play-goer tbat 
Ur. Boch-a-one, of Bo-and-so (naming one of the thea- 
tres), is a very lively comedian— as a piece of news I 
Ho advertised me bat the other day of some pleas- 
ant green lanes wbiob he bad found ont for me, 
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hunring me to le a great vtalter, in mj own immediate 
vicinity, who liavo hannted the identioftl spot Miy time 
these twenty years 1 He has not mach respect for that 
class of feelii^ which goes by the name of aentimentaL 
Es applies tbe definition of real evil to hodiJj snfFerings 
ezolndrely, and rejeoteth all others as imaginary. He 
is affected by the sight or the bare supposition of a 
ereotnre in pain to a degree whiob I have never wit- 
nessed out of womankind. A conBtitnljonal aontenesa 
to this oUbs of Bnfferings may in part aocotmt for this. 
The animal tribe in particnlar he taketh under his espe- 
cial protection. A broken-winded or spnr-gaUed horae 
u sore to find an advocate in him. An overloaded oas 
b his client forever. He is the apostle to the bnte kind 
— the never-faiiing friend of those who have none to 
care for tbem. The contemplation of a lobster boiled or 
eela skinned uUm will wring him so that "all for pity bo 
ooold die." It will take the savor from his palate and the 
rest from Lis pillow for days and nlghta. With the in- 
tense feeling of Thomas Glarkson, he wanted only the 
steadiness of pcreuit and nnity of purpose of that "true 
yoke-fellow with Time " to have effected as mnch for 
t^o Animai aa he hath done for the Negro Creation. 
But my uncontrollable cousin ia but imperfectly formed 
for purposes which demand coOperatioc. He cannot 
wiut. His amelioration-plans must be ripened in a day. 
For this reason he haa cnt bnt an equivocal figure in 
benevolent societies and combinations for the alleviation 
of human snfferings. His zeal constantly makes him to 
outron and put ont his coadjutors. He thinks of reliev- 
ing, while they think of debating. He was blackballed 

out of a society (or the Relief of because the fervor 

of his humanity toiled beyond the formal apprehensioii 
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and creeping prooesaea of his associsteB. I shdl alwaye 
conaider this diatinotion as a patent of nobility in tbe 
Eliafamiljl 

Do I mention these seeming iaconsistenoies to emile 
at or apbraid my nniqne cousin t Marry, heaven, and 
all good matmers, and the understanding that ehoold be 
between kinsfolk, forbid I With all tbe strangenesses of 
thia itroJigett o/th» EUaa, I would not have him in one 
jot or tittle other than he is ; neither wftuld I barter or 
exchange my wild kinsman for the moat exact, regalor, 
and every way oonaiatont kinMiiian breathing. 

In my next, reader, I may perhaps give yoa some ao- 
coant of my conain Bridget — if yon are not already aur- 
feited with consins — and take you by the hand, if yon 
ore willing to go with os, on an eioarmon which wo 
made a sammer or two aince, in aearoh of more oovsiiw — 

" Through the green plains of pleasant Hertford sMre." 



MAOKEBY END, IN HEETF0ED3HIBE. 

Bbidoct Eu& baa been my housekeeper for many a 
long year. I have obligations to Bridget eitending be- 
yond the period of memory. We hoose together, old 
bachelor and maid, in a sort of double wkgleness, with 
such tolerable comfort, upon the whole, that I, for one, 
find in mysel f no sort of dispoaition to go out upon the 
momittdns, with the rash king's offspring, to bewail my 
oelibaoy. We ^ree pretty well in onr tastes and habits 
— ^yet BO, as " with a difference." We are generally in 
harmony, with occasional bickerings — as it should he 
among near relations, Onr sympathies are rather nn- 
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deretood thiin dxprened; teoA. ouoe, apon m; dissem- 
bling a tone in my voice more kind than ordinarj, mj 
oonsin bnrst into t«&rs, and compl^ned tbat I was al- 
tered. We are both great readers in different directions. 
While I am hanpng over (for the thoDsandth time) some 
passage in old Barton, or one of his strange contempo- 
raries, ^e is abstracted in some modem tale or advent- 
nre, vhereof onr common reading-table is dwly fed with 
assidnoaaly fresh snpplies. Narrative teases me, I 
have little concern in the progress of eventa. She mast 
have a story — well, ill, or indiffermtlj totd, so there be 
life stirring in it, and plenty of good or evil accidents. 
The flnctnations of fortune in fiction, and almost in real 
life, have ceased to interest, or operate bnt dnll; npon 
me. Ont-of-the-way bnmora and opinions — heads with 
some diverting twist in them — the oddities of authorship 
please me most Hyconmn has a native disrelish of 
anything that sonnds odd or bitarre. fiothing goes 
down with her that is qnaint, irregular, or out of the 
road of coniBion sympathy. She " holds Nature more 
clever." I can pardon ber blindness to the beantiM 
obliquities of tbe Religio Uedioi; bnt she must apolo- 
gize to me for certain dlsrespectM inainnationH which 
she has been pleased to throw out latterly teaching the 
intellectnalsof a dear favorite of mine, of the last cea- 
tnry bnt one — the thrice noble, chaste, and virtnons, 
bnt again somewhat fantastical, and ori^nal-brained, 
generous Uargaret Nowosetle. 

It has been the lot of my consin, oftener perhaps 
than I conld have wished, to have bad for ber associates 
and mine freethinkers — leaders and disciples of novel 
pbiloBOptaies and Hystems; bnt she neither wrangles with 
nor accepts their opinions. That which was good and 
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venerable to her when a child retains its auttaoritf over 
her mind still. She never jnggles or plays tncks wtth 
her nnderstandiag. 

We are both of ns inclined to be a little loo positive, 
and I have observed tbereenlt of our dispates to be almost 
uniformlj this — that in matters of &ot, dates, and oir- 
onmstanceB, it turns oat that I vas in the right, and my 
cousin in the wrong. Bat where we have differed upon 
moral points; upon something proper to be done or let 
alone ; whatever heat of opposition or steadiness of con- 
viction I set ont with, I am sure always, in the long-nm, 
to t>e brtmght over to ber way of thiDkiog. 

I mnst tonoh npon the foibles of my kinswoman with 
a gentle hand, for Bridget does not like to be told of ber 
faults. She bath an awkward trick (to say no worse of 
it) of reading in company ; at which times she will an- 
swer j/et or no to a question, vithont fally understanding 
its pnrport— which is provoking, and derogatory in the 
highest degree to the dignity of the putter of the said 
qneation. Her presence of mind is equal to the most 
preenng trials of life, but will sometimes desert her npon 
toifling oooastons. When the purpose requires it, and is 
a thing of moment, she con speak to it greatly ; bat in 
matters which are not staff of the conscience, she bath 
been known sometimee to let slip a word lets aeasonably. 

Her ednoatton in youth was not mnch attended to ; 
and she happily missed all that train of female garnitnre, 
which pBBseth by the name of accomplishments. She 
was tumbled early, by aooident or design, into a spaoions 
closet of good old English reading, without much selec- 
tion or prohibition, and browsed at will upon that fur 
and wholesome pastorage. Had I twenty girls, tbey 
should be brought ap exactly in this fashion. I know 
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not whether their olianoe tu wedlock might not be^- 
minished by it; bat I oan answer for it, that it oiukeB 
(if the worst comes to the worst) most iucompeiable old 
maids. 

In a aeaeon of dktreea, she is the troest comforter ; 
bat in the teasing accidents, and minor perplexities, 
which do not call ont the will to meet them, she some- 
times maketh matters worse b; an excess of participa- 
tion. If she does not always divide yow trouble, upon 
the pleaaanter ocoaaions of life slie is euro always to 
treble yonr latisfaction. She is eicellent to he at a play 
with, or npoD a vMt ; bat beet, when she goes a joamey 
with yon. 

We made an esonrsion together a few summers unce. 
Into Hertfordshire, to beat np the qnart«rs of some of 
our less-known relations in that fine corn-coimtry. 

The oldest thing I remember is Maokery End; or 
Uackarel End, as it is spelt, perhaps more properly, in 
some old maps of HertfordBhire ; a fannhonse — delight- 
fully eituated within a gentle walk from Wheathamp- 
stead. I can just remember having been there, on a 
visit to a grest-atiDt, when I was a child, under the care 
of Bridget ; who, as I have said, is older than myself by 
sometenyears. I wish that I could throw into a heap the 
remainder of our joint enstencas ; th^t we might share 
them in equal division. But that is impossible. The 
house was at that time in the occapation of a anbatantial 
yeoman, who had married my graodmother's sister. His 
name was Gladman. My grandmother was a Bmton, 
married to a Field. The Gladmans and the Bmtons are 
■till flourishing in that part of the country, but the Fields 
are almost extinct. More th^i forty years had elapsed 
since the visit I speak of; and, for the greater portion of 
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th&t period, we had lost light of the other two branohes 
aIbo. Who or what sort of persona inherited Hsckerf 
End— kindred or strange folk — we were afrud «lmoBt to 
ooiy'ectnre, but determined some daj to explore. 

By somewhat a oironitons ronte, taking the noble 
park at Luton in oar way from Saint Albans, we arrived 
at the spot of our anxions ouriosity abont noon. The 
sight of the old farmhouse, though every trace of it was 
effaced from my recollection, affected me with a pleasure 
which I liad not experienced for many a year. For 
though / had forgotten it^ tee had never forgotten being 
there together, and we had been talldng about Uackery 
End all OUT lives, till memory on my part became mocked 
with a phantom of itself, and I thought I knew the aspect 
of a place which, when present, how unlike it was to 
t?utt which I had ooqjured up ao many times instead 
of it! 

Still the ur hreathed balmily abont it; the season 
was in the "heart of Jnne," and I could say with the 
poet — 

" But thou, that didat appear lo fair 

To food imagination, 
Dost rival in the light of day 

Her delicate creation 1" 

Bridget's was more a waking bliss than mine, for she 
eafflly remembered her old acquuntance agiun — some 
altered features, of course, a little grudged at. At first, 
indeed, she was ready to disbelieve for joy ; but the 
scene soon reconfirmed iteeU in her affections — and she 
traversed every outpost of the old mansion, to the wood- 
house, the orchard, the place where the pigeon-house 
had stood (house and birds had alike flown) — with a 
breathless impatienoe of recognition, which was more 
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psfdonable perhaps than deooroni at the ^e of fiftf-odd. 
But Bridget in some things is behind her years. 

The only thing left was to get into the house — and 
that was a difflonltj which to loe singly would have 
been insurmoantable ; for I am terribly shy in making 
myself known to strangers and oat-of-date kinsfolk. 
Ixive, stronger than aomple, winged my courin in with- 
ont me; bnt she soon retnmed with a creatnre that. 
might have sat to a sculptor for the image of Welcome. 
It wastheyonngest of theGladmans; who, by marriage 
with a Bmton, had become mistress of the old mansion. 
A comely brood are the Bmtons. Bix of them, females, 
were noted aa the handsomest yonng women in the 
oonnty. Bnt this adopted Broton, in my mind, was bet- 
ter than they all — more comely. 8be was born too late 
to hove remembered me. She jost recollected in early 
life to have had her coobIh Bridget once pointed ont to 
her, climbing a stile. Bat the name of kindred, and of 
conrinahip, was enough. Those slender ties, that prove 
alight as gossamer in the rending atmosphere of a me- 
tropolis, bind faster) as we found it, in hearty, homely, 
loving Hertfordshire. In five minutes we were as thor- 
onghly acquainted as if we had been bom and bred up 
together ; were familiar, even to the calling each other 
by our Christian names. So OhristJons Ehoald call one 
another. To have seen Bridget, and her — it was like the 
meeting of the two scriptural cousins I There was a 
grace and digiuty, an smplitnde of form and statnTe, an- 
swering to her mind, in this farmer's wife, which would 
have shined in a palace— or so we thought it. We were 
made welcome by husband and wife equally — we, and 
our friend that was with us. I had almost forgotten him 
— bnt B. F. will not so soon forget that meeting, if per- 
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adTcntore he ibftU read thu on the for-distaot Rborea 
where the kuigftroo h«mt8. The ffttted oslf v/&b made 
read;, or rather waa alreadj- so, as if in aatioipation of 
our coming; and, after an appropriate glass of native 
wine, never let me forget with what honest pride this 
hospitable ooonn made ns proceed to Wheatbampstead, 
to introdaoe ns (as some nev-fonnd rarity) to her mother 
and sister Gladmans, who did indeed know something 
more of na, at a time when she almost knew nothing. 
With what corresponding kindness we were reoeired bj 
them also — how Bridget's memory, exalted by the oooa- 
rion, warmed into a thonaand balf-obliterated recollec- 
tions of things and persona to my otter astonishment, 
and her own— and to the aatonndment of B. F., who sat 
by, ahnost the only thing that was not a oonsin there — 
old effaced images of more than half-forgotten names and 
dronmstanoes still crowding back npon ber, as words 
written in lemon come ont npon ezposnre to a friendly 
warmth — when I forget all this, then may my oonntry 
oonsins forget me ; and Bridget no more remember, that 
in the days of weakling infancy I was ber tender charge 
— as I have been ber care in foolish mvibood since — in 
those pretty pastoral walks, long ago, aboat Uaokery 
3Cnd, in Hertfordshire. 



MODERN GALLANTRY. 

In comparing modem with ancient manners, we are 
pleased to compliment onrselves apon the point of gal- 
lantry ; a oertain obeeqoionsneBB, or deferential respect, 
which we are supposed to pay to females, as females. 

I shall believe that this principle actnates oar con- 
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dnot, wlien I can forget that, in the nineteenth centnrj 
of the era from which we date onr ciTiUtj, we are hnt 
jOBt beginning to leave off the very freqaeot practice of 
whipping females in public, in common with the coarsest 
male offend ere. 

I shall believe it to be infinential, when I can sbnt 
m; ejes to the fact that in En^and women are still oo- 
camonally— banged. 

I shall believe in it, when actresses are no longer 
subject to be hissed off a stage by gentlemen. 

I shall believe in it, when Dorimant hands & flah-wite 
across the kennel ; or asnets the apple-woman to pick up 
her wandering frnit, which some nnlncky dray has jnst 
diaaipsted. 

I shall believe in it, when the Dorimants in hambler 
life, who would be thought in their way notable adepts 
in this refinement, shall act npon it in places where they 
are not known, or think themselves not Dlwerved — when 
I shall see the traveler for some rich tradeBmon part with 
hia admired boi-ooat, to spread it over the defenaelesa 
shoulders of the poor woman, who is passing to her 
parish on the roof of the same stage-coach with him, 
drenched in the rain — when I shall no longer see a 
woman standing np in the pit of a London theatre, till 
she is sick and faint with the exertion, with men abont 
her, seated at their ease, and jeering at her distresa; till 
one, that seems Ut have more manners or conscience 
than the rest, significantly declares "she should be wel- 
come to his seat, if she were a little yonnger and hand- 
somer." Place this dapper warehouseman, or that rider, 
in a circle of their own female acqaaintanoe, and yon 
shall confess yon have not seen a politer-bred man in 
Lothbnry. 

[.3,1: :i:,C(.K>tjl>J 
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Lutlj, I shall be^n to believe that there is soma 
raoh principle inflnencing onr condnct, when more than 
one-hall of the dradgery sad coane Hrvitude of the 
world ihall oeaae to be performed by women. 

Until that day oomes, I shall never believe this 
boasted pt^t to be anything more than a oonventional 
fiction; a pageant got np between the sexes, in a certain 
rank, and at a certun time of life, in whioh both find 
their aoooont equally, 

I shall be even disposed to rank it among the ealn* 
tary fiotiona of life, when in polite droles I shall see the 
same attentions paid to age as to yonth, to homely feat- 
nres as to handsome, to coarse oompleiioos as to etesr 
— to the woman, as she is a woman, not as she is a 
heanty, a fortune, or a title. 

I shall believe it to bo something more than a name, 
when a well-dressed gentleman in a well-dressed com- 
pany oan advert to the topic of /amaU old ag» withoot 
exciting, and intending to excite, a sneer — when the 
phrases " antiquated vii^pnity," and saofa s one has 
" overstood her market," prononnced in good company, 
shall raise Immediate offense in man, or woman, that 
shall hear them spoken. 

JFoseph Paioe, of Bread Street Hill, merohant, and 
one of the Directors of the Bonth-Sea Oompany — the 
same to whom Sdwards, the Shakespeare oonunentator, 
has addressed a fine sonnet — was tiie only pattern of 
oouustent gallantry I have met with. He took me 
nnder hia shelter at ta early age, and bestowed some 
pains upon me. I owe to his precepts and example 
whatever there is of the man of hu^eis (and that is 
not maoh) in my oomposition. It was not his fiinlt that 
I did not profit more. Though bred a Presbyterian, and 
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broof^t np a merchant, he was tibe flneat gentleman of 
his tima. He had not tnw Bjatem of attention to femalea 
in the drawing- room, and ancther in the shop, or at the 
stall. I Ao not mean that he made no disticiotioiL But 
he never lost sight of sex, or overlooked it in the caso- 
altiei of a disadvantageoas aitoatioD. I have seen him 
stand bsreh«Bded — smile if yon please — to a poor 
serrant-^l, while she has been inqniiing of him the 
waj to some street — in saoh % posture of nnforoed oivil- 
itj, as neither to embarraw her in the aoceptanoe, nor 
himself in the offer, of it. He was no dangler, in the 
common aooeptatiou of the word, after women ; but he 
reverenced and upheld, in everf form in which it came 
before him, vemanhood. I have seen him — nay, smile 
not — tenderly esoorting a market-woman, whom he h«d 
enooontered in a shower, exalting tiis umbrella over her 
poor basket of fruit, that it might receive no damage, 
with as mnob OBreMnesa as If ahe had been a cotmtess. 
To the revermd form of Female Eld he wonld yield the 
wall (thongh it were to an ancient beggar-womoa) with 
more ceremony than we can afford to ahow oar gran- 
dams. He was the Prenx Chevalier of Age; the Sir 
Oalidore, or Bir Tristan, to those who bave no Oalidoroe 
or Tristans to defend them. The rosee, that bad long 
faded thence, still bloomed for him in those withered 
and yellow cheeks. 

He was never married, bnt in bis jonth he paid his 
addresses to the beautiful Snaan Winstanley — old Win- 
etanley's danghter, of Clapton — who, dying in the early 
days of their ooartship, confirmed in him the resolatjon 
of porpetnal baohelorsbip. It was daring their short 
ooartship, he told me, that be had been one day treating 
his mistress with a profnson of civil speeches— the oom- 
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mon gaUamldes — to which tdnd of thing she bad hitherto 
manifeBted no repngnanee — bnt in this iostance with no 
effect. He oonld not obtain from her a decent acknowl- 
edgment in retnrn. She ratltar seemed to resent his 
compliments. He coald not set it down (o caprice, for 
the lady had always shown herself above that Uttleneas, 
When he ventured on the following day, finding her a 
Uttle better humored, to expostulate with her on her 
coldaasa of yesterday, she oonfassed, with her osnal 
frankness, that she had no sort of dislike to his atten- 
tions ; that she oonld eren endure some high-flown ooin- 
pliments ; tliat a young woman placed in her sitoation had 
a right to expect all sort of civil things s^d to her ; that 
she hoped she could digest a dose of adulation, short of 
insinoerity, with as little iigory to her humility as most 
yonng women; but that — a little before he had com- 
menced his compUmentfl — she had overheard bim by 
aoddent, in rather rough language, rating a young wom- 
an wbo hod not brought home his oravats quite to the 
appointed time, and she tliought to herself, " As I am 
Miss Susan Winstanley, and a young lady — a reputed 
beanty, and known to be a fortune — I con have my choice 
of the finest speeches tram the mouth of this very fine 
gentleman who is courting me— but if I bad been poor 
Mary Snch-a-one (naming the milUrur) — and had failed 
of bHnging home the oravats to the ^pointed hour — 
though perhaps I had sat up half the night to forward 
theiu — what sort of compliments should I have received 
then? — And my woman's pride oame to my aasiatanoe; 
and I thought that, if it were only done to do am honor, 
a female, like myself, tni^t have received handsomer 
usage; and I was determined not to acoept any fine 
speeches, to the compromise of Out sex, the belonging 
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to which vas, after all, 1117 BtrongeBt claim and title to 
them." I think the lady discovered both generoaitj, and 
a JDBt way of thinking, in this rebake which ahe gave 
ber lover ; and I have Bometimea im^ined that the nn- 
oommon strain of conrteay, which through life regolated 
the actions and behavior of my friend toward all of 
womankind indiscriminatelj, owed its happy origin to 
this seasonable lesBon from the lips of his lamented mis- 

I wish the whole female world would entertwn the 
same DOtion of these things that Uiss Winstanley showed. 
Then we should see something td the spirit of coneisteot 
gallantry ; and no longer witness the anomaly of the same 
man — a pattern of true politeness to a wife — of oold 
contempt, or rodenoss, to a sister — the idolater of his fe- 
male mistress — the disparager and despiser of his no less 
female annt, or nnfortnnaCe — still female — maiden conain. 
Jost so much respect as a woman derogates from her own 
sex, in whatever condition placed — her handmaid, or de- 
pendent — ahe deserves to have diminished from herteU 
on that eoore; and probably will feel the diminution 
when yonth, and beaaty, and advantagei, not inseparable 
from sex, shall lose of thtat attraction. What a woman 
should demand of a man in oonrtahip, or after it, is first — 
respect for her as she is a woman ; and next to that — to 
be respected by him above all other women. But let her 
stand upon her female oharaoter as upon a fonndation; 
and let the attendons, incident to individnal preference, 
be so many pretty additaments and omunents — as many, 
and as fonoiAil, as yon please — to that m^n struotnre. 
Let her first lesson be, with sweet Buaan Wiustanley— to 
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I WAS born, and passed the first seven jsars of mj 
life, in the Temple. Its cbarch, its balls, its gardens, its 
toaatain, its river, I had slmoat attid — for in those joong 
jeari, what was this king of rivers to me bnt a streun 
that watered our pleasant places! — these are of my old- 
est reooUections. I repeat, to this day, no verses to my- 
self more frequently, or with kindlier emotion, than tLose 
of Spenser, where he speaks of this spot : 

" There whw they eame, whereas those bricky towers, 

The which on Themmea brode aged back doth ride, 
Where now the studioas lawyers have their bowers, 

-There whjlome wont the Temple koigfata to bMe, 

Till they decayed through pride." 
Indeed, it is the most eleguit spot in the metropolis. 
What a transition for a coontryman visiting London for 
the first time — the passing from the crowded Strand or 
Fleet Street, by nnexpected avenaed, into its magnifloeDt, 
ample sqnares, its clossio green reoeases ! What a oheer- 
f^ liberallookhath that portion of it which, from three 
ddes, overlooks the greater garden ; that goodly pile 

"Of bnUding Btrong, olbdt of Paper hight," 

oonfrontjng with massy oontrast, the lighter, older, more 
fantastically shronded one, named of Harooort, with the 
oheerM Orown-offioe Row (plaoe of my kindlj engen- 
dnre), right opposite the stately stream, which washes 
the garden-foot with her yet soaroely trode-pollttted 
waters, and seems but joit weaned from her Twickenham 
Naiades! A man would give something to have been 
born in anch places. What a collocate aspect has that 
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fine EUmbethan htii, where the fonntain plajB, which I 
have made to rise and fall, how nan; timeal— to the at- 
tonndment of the foimg Drobias, laj contemporaries, 
who, Dot being ab]e to guess at its recondite maobinerj, 
were almost tempted to hail the wondrom work aa mag- 
ic I What an antique air bod tbe now almost effaced sun- 
diala, with their moral inscriptions, seeming coeTab with 
that Time which they measured, and to take their rere- 
lationa of its flight immediately from heaven, holding 
correspondence with the fountain of light I How would 
the dark line steal imperceptibly on, watched by the 
eye of childhood, eager to detect its movement, never 
oatohed, nice as an evanesoent cloud, or the first arrests 
of sleep I 

" Ah I yet doth beaut; Uke a ditd-lntnd 
Steal from his figure, aud no pace percdved I " 

What a dead thing is a cloolc, with its ponderons em- 
bowelments of lead and brass, itfl pert or solemn dull- 
ness of oommomcatiSn, compared with the rample altar- 
like straotare and silent beart-langaage of the old dial I 
It stood as tbe garden-god of Ohristian gardens. Why 
is it almost everywhere vanished I If its business use 
be superseded by mora elaborate inventions, its moral 
nses, its beauty, might have pleaded for its continuance. 
It spoke of moderate labors, of pleasnreB not protracted 
after sunset, of temperance and good hours. It was tbe 
primitive clock, the horologe of the first world. Adam 
could scarce have missed it in Paradise. It was the 
tneasore appropriate for sweet plants and flowers to 
spring by, for the birds to apportion their silver war- 
blings by, for flocks to pasture and be led to fold by. 
The shepherd " carved it out quaintly ia the sua ; " and, 
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taming philosopher hj the verj oocapatioD, provided it 
vrith mottoes more toDcbii^ than tombBtoues. It was a 
prettj device of tbe g&rdener, recorded b^ Uorrell, who, 
to the days of ortifleial gardening, made a dial out of 
herbs and flowers. I most quote hia Terses a little 
higher np, for they ore fall, as all his Herioos poetr; 
WAS, of B wittj delicacy. They will not oome in awk- 
wardly, I hope, in a talk of fountains and sundials. He 
is speaking of sweet garden-scenes : 

" What wondrouB life is this I lead ? 
Kpe applea drop about my head. 
Tbe luscious dnsteia oT the fine 
Upon my mouth do eru.ih their wine. 
The neatariue, and curious peach, 
Into my hartdu themaelves do reach. 
Stumbling on melons as I pass, 
iDSnared with flowers, I fail on grass. 
He^inwhila the mind, from pleasure less 
WilbdrawB into its happiness. 
The mind, that ocean, where ea.ch liind 
Does straight its own resembknco find ; 
Tet it creates, transcending these. 
Far other worlds and other seas ; 
Annihilating all that's made 
To a green thought in a green shade. 
Here at the fountain's sliding foot. 
Or at some fruit-tree's moaay root. 
Casting the body's *est aeide, 
My soul IdIo the bouglis does glide ; 
There like a bird it ails and sings. 
Then wheta and claps its silver wings. 
And, dll prepared for longer flight. 
Waves in its plumes the various light. 



,Cl.K>tjl>J 



136 THE BSSATS OF EUA. 

How well the ricflUtal gudener drew. 
Of fioven and berbs, thig dUl new I 
Where from above the milder sun 
Does tbraugh a frsgrant zodiac nm : 
And, as it works, tbe industriooa bee 
Computea its time as well aa we. 
How could such sweet and wholesome boon 
Be reckoned but with heche and floweia f " • 

The artificial f onntainB of the metropolis ue, in BkQ 
manim', fast Tanishing. Most of them are dried np or 
bricked over. Yet, where me is 1^ aa in that little 
greea nook behind the Sonth-Bea Honte, what a fresh- 
ness it pvea to the drearj pile I Fonr tittle winged 
marUe bojs used to pis; their virgla &noiee, apoating 
ont erer-fresh streams f^om their innocent wanton lips, 
in the sqQBre of Lincoln's Inn, when I was no bigger 
than the? were figured. Tbej are gone, and the spring 
choked up. The fashion, they tell me, is gone by, and 
these things are esteemed childish. Why not, then, grat- 
ify children by letting them stand I Lawyers, I suppose, 
were children once. They are awakening images ta them 
at least. Why tnnat everything smock of man and man- 
nish 1 la the world aU grown np f Is childhood dead t 
Or is there not in the bosoms of the wisest and the best 
some of the child's heart left, to respond to its earliest 
enchantments ? The fignrea were groteeqnfc Are the 
stiff-wigged living figures, that still flitter and chatter 
about that area, less Gothic in appearance ) Or is the 
splatter (tf their hot rhetoric one half so refreshing and 
innocent as the little cool, playful atreama tliose exploded 
cberatw uttered t 

• From a oopy of verses entitled " The Qaideu." 
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The; hsve lately gothidxed the entnuice to the Inner 
Temple Hall, and the library front ; to oarimilate tbem, 
I mippose, to the body of the ball, Trhioh they do not at 
all rasamble. What ia become of tite winged horse that 
stood over the f onner 1 a stately anna 1 And who haa 
remoTed those fretooea of the Virtues, which Italianized 
the end of the Paper-bnildinga ) — tnj flnrt Unt of alle- 
gory I They mnat ocoonnt to me for these Uiiaga, which 
I miu so greatly. 

The twraoe is, indeed, left, which we ased to call the 
parade ; bat the traces are passed away of the footateps 
which made ita pavement awfnl I It is beoome common 
and profane. The old benchers had it almost sacred to 
themselves, in the fore-part of the day at least. They 
might not be rided or jostled. Their tax and dresa as- 
serted the parade. Yoa left wide spaces betwixt yon 
when yoQ passed them. We wait on even terms with 

their snccessors. The roguish eye of J 11, ever ready 

to be delivered of a jest, almost invites a stranger to vie 
a repartee with it. Bat what insolent familiar durst 
have mated Thomas Ooventryt — whose person was a 
qnadrate, hie step massy and elephsntane, his face square 
aa the lion's, his glut peremptory and path-keeping, in- 
divertible from his way aa a moving oolnnin, the scare* 
crow of his inferiors, the browbeater of eqoals and sn- 
periors, who made a solitude of oUldren wherever he 
came, for titey fled his insofferable presence as they 
would have shnnned an EUsha bear, ffia growl was aa 
thnoder In their ears, whether he spake to them in mirth 
or in rebake — his invitatory notes being, Indeed, of all, 
the most repnlrive and horrid. Goads of snnS, aggravate 
lag the natural terrors of his speech, broke from each 
m^estio nostril, darkening the air. He took ik, not by 



Ca 



138 THE ESSAYS OF ELU. 

piaohea, but a palmM at oace, diviog for it under the 
mightj flaps of taia old-fashioned waiatcoat-pocket ; his 
wMstoost red and angry, tib coat dark rappee, tinotnred 
hj dje original, and by adjonote, witb bnttons of obeo- 
lote gold. Aad so he paced the terraee. 

By Ms side a milder form was aometimes to be seen ; 
Uie pensive gentility of Bamael Bait. They were oo- 
eralB, and had nothing bnt that and their benchership in 
oonimoD. In poUtioB Salt was a Whig, and Ooventry a 
ataneh Tory. Many a auoastio growl did the latter 
cast oDt— for Ooventry had a rongfa, spinous hnmor — at 
the political ooofederates of his asso<»ate, which re- 
bounded teom the gentle bosom of the latter like cannon- 
balls from wool. You could not rnffle Samnel Salt. 

6. had the reputation of being a very clever man, 
and of ezoellent diaoemment in the chamber praoUoe of 
the law. I snspect his knowledge did not amonnt to 
much. When a case of difficult disposition of money, 
testamentary or otherwise, came before him, he ordina- 
rily handed it over with a few instnictiona to his man 
Love), wKo was a quick little fellow, and would dispatch 
it out of hand by the light of natural understanding, of 
which he had an nncommon share. It was incredible 
what repute for talents S. enjoyed by the mere trick of 
gravity. He was a shy man ; a child might pose him in 
A minnte — indolent and prooraatinating to the last de- 
gree. Yet men would give him credit for vast applica- 
tion, in apite of himself. He was not to be trusted witli 
himself with impanity. He never dressed for a dinner- 
party bnt he forgot hia sword— they wore swords then — 
or some other necessary part of his eqnipage. Lovel 
had his eye upon him on all these occasions, and ordina- 
rily gave him his one. If there was anything which he 
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could speak imseasonablj, he we* rare to do it. He 
waa to dine at a relative's of the nofortnoate Miaa 
Bland;' on the day of her eseoation^-and L., who bad a 
wary foresight of hia probable halluoinationa, before be 
set oat, schooled him with great anxiety not in any pos- 
sible manner to allnde to her story that day. S. prom- 
ised trithfbUy to observe the Injimotion. He hod not 
been seated in the parlor, where the company was es- 
pecting the dinner-sammons, fonr minntes, wben, a 
. panse in the conversation ensuing, he got np, looked out 
of window, and palling down his raffles— an ordinary 
motion with him — observed, "it was a gloomyday," and 
added, " Uiss Blandy mast be hanged by this time, I 
suppose." Instances of this sort were perpetaa). Tet 
S, was thonght by some of the greatest men of bis time 
a fit person to be consulted, not alone in matters pertain- 
ing to the law, bat in the ordinary niceties and embar- 
rassments of condnot — from force of manner entirely. 
He never laughed. He had the same good fortnne 
among the female world — was a known toast with the 
Indies, and one or two are said to have died tor love of 
him — I BQppose, hecaase he never trifled or talked gal- 
limtry with them, or paid them, indeed, hardly common 
attentJons. He had a fine &oe and person, bnt wanted, 
methoaght, the spirit that shonld have shown them off 
with advantage to the women. His eye lacked lastre. 

Not 80 thought Susan P ; who, at the advanced age 

of sixty, was seen, in the cold evening-time, unaccom- 
panied, wetting the pavement of B d Row, with tears 

that fell in drops which might be heard, because her 
friend had died that day — he, whom she had pursued 
with a hopeless passion for the last forty years — a pas- 
sion, which years conld not extingoiah or abate ; nor the 
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long-resolved, jet gentlj-enforced, pnttings off of unre- 
leatiug baclidorbood dissaade from its cherished par- 
pose. Hild Satan P , tboo bast now th; friend hi 

hesTenl 

ThotnaB Ooveatiy was a oadet of the noble family of 
that name. He passed his yonth in contracted circntn- 
stances, which gave him earif Uiose parsimonious habits 
wbiah in after-life never forsook him ; so that, with one 
windfall or another, aboat the time I knew him be was 
master of foor or fire hnndred thonsaud poouds ; nor 
did he look, or walk, worth a moidore leaa. He lived 
in a gloomy house oppoute tbe pomp in Serjeant's Inn, 
Fleet Street J., tbe oonnsel, is doing self-imposed pen- 
ance in it, for what reason I divine not, at this day. 0. 
bad an agreeable seat at North Craj, where he seldom 
spent above a da; or two at a time in the sommer; bat 
preferred, during the hot months, standing at his win- 
dow in this damp, close, well-like mansion, to watob, as 
he said, " the muds drawing water all day long." I sus- 
pect he had bis within-door reasooa for tbe preference. 
Sw currut «t Mtna/Uire. He might think bia tressnres 
more safe. His hooae had the aspect of a strong-box. 
0. was a close bouks-— a boarder rather than a miser — 
or, if a miser, none of the mad Elwes breed, who have 
bron^t disoredit upon a character, which cannot exist 
withont certain admirable points of steadiness and nnitf 
of pnrpose. One may hate a true miser, bnt cannot, I 
snspect, so easilj' despise him. By taking care of the 
pence, he is often enabled to part with tbe poouds, npon 
a scale that leaves ns careless, generous f^ows halting 
at an immeasnrable distance behind. 0. gave away 
thirty thousand pounds at once in bis lifetime to a blind 
charity. His honsekeeping was severely looked after, 
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bat he kept the table of a gentleman. He would know 
who came in and who went ont of his hoose, bnt his 
kitohen-ohimnej was never saffered to freeze. 

Bait was his oppoaite in this, as in all — never knew 
what he was worth in the world; and having hnt a 
competenoy for his rank, which his tndoleot habits were 
little colotdated to improve, might have softered severely 
if he had not had honest people about him. Lovel took 
care of everything. He was at onoe bis clerk, his good 
servant, his dreuer, hia friead, bis " flapper," his gnide, 
stop-watch, auditor, treasnrer. He did nothing without 
oonsolting Lovel, or failed in anytiiing without expect- 
ing and fearing his admonishing. He pat himself almost 
too much in his hands, had the; not been the purest in 
the world. He resigned his title almost to respect as a 
master, if L. oonld ever have forgotten for a moment 
that he was a servant. 

I knew this Love). He was a man of an incorrigible 
and loalag houerty. A good fellow wi^bal, and " woold 
strike." In the oanse of the oppressed he never con- 
sidered inequalities, or oalonlated the nnmber of his op- 
ponents. He onoe wrested a sword ont of the hand of 
a man of quality that had drawn np<m him; and pom- 
meled him severely with the hilt of it. The swordsman 
had offered insalt to a female — en oooaalon npon which 
no odds against him oould have prevented the interfer- 
ence of Level He would stand nest day bareheaded to 
the same person, modestly to ezonse his interferenoe— 
for L. neyer forgot ranlc, where something better was 
not oonoemed. L. was the liveliest little fellow breath- 
ing, had a face as gay as G-arrick's, whom he was said 
greatly to resemble (I have a portnJt of him which oon- 
firms it), poisesied a floe tarn tot bamoroas poetry— next 
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to Swift and PrioT-^mouIded heocU in olaj or plaiter of 
Paris to admiratioD, by the dint of natural genios mere- 
ly; turned eribbage- boards, and Bcoh small cabinet toys 
to perfection; took a hand at quadrille or bowls with 
equal fadlity; made punch better than any man of bis 
degree in England; bod the merriest quips and (ionodts; 
and was altogether as bnmful of rogueries and inventions 
as yon could desire. He was a brother of Qte angle, 
moreover, and jnst snch a free, hearty, honeat compan- 
ioD as Ur. Izaak Walton would have chosen to go a- fish- 
ing with. I saw him In his old i^e and the dect^ of hie 
faculties, pah^-Bmitteu, in the last sad stage of human 
weakness — "a remnant most forlorn of what be was" — 
yet even then his eye wonld Ugbt up upon the mention 
<rf his favorite Qarriok. He was greatest, he wonld say, 
in Bayea — " was upon the stage nearly throoghont the 
wht^ performance, and as busy aa a bee." At intervale, 
too, he would speak of his former life, and how he came 
np a little boy from lincoln to go to service, and how hie 
mother cried at parting with him, and how be returned, 
after some few years' abscnoe, in bis smart, sew livery, 
to see her, and she blessed herself at the change, and 
oonld hardly be brongbt to believe that it was " her own 
bairn." And then, the excitement nubsiding, he would 
weep, till I have wiabed that sad second'Obildbood might 
have a mother still to lay its head upon her lap. But the 
common mother of as all in no long time alter received 
Iiim gently into hers. 

With Coventry, and with Salt, in their walks upon 
the terrace, most commonly Peter Pierson would join to 
make np a third. They did not walk linked arm-in-arm 
in those days — "as now onr stout trinmvirs sweep the 
streets" — but generally with both hands folded behind 
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them for state, or with oae at least behind, the other otr- 
rriag a cane. P. was a benevoleut but not a prepoasesa- 
ing DUUQ. He had that in hia face which 70D could not 
tenn nnhappiness ; it rather implied an incapaoitj of be- 
ing happj. His cheeka were colorless even to nhiteneaa, 
Hia look was aninvitinK, resembling (bnt witfaoot his 
Bonrnesa) that of onr great philanthropist. I loiow that 
he did good acts, bat I ooold never make oat what he 
wat. Oontemporar^ with these, bnt tabordinate, waa 
Daiuee Barrington — another oddity — he walked burly 
and sqnarc — in imitation, I think, of Ooventr; — howbeit 
he attained not to the dignity of his prototypie. Never- 
thdees, he did pretty veil, upon the strength of being a 
tolerable antiquarian, and having a brother a bishop. 
When the aoooast of his year's treaanrershlp CAme to be 
aadited, the following singolar charge waa anaDiraoniily 
disallowed by the bench : " Item, ^horsed Mr. Allen, the 
gardener, twenty shiUings, for atnS to poison the spar- 
rows, by my orders." Next to him was old Barton — a 
Jolly negation, who took apon him the ordering of the 
bills of fare for the Parliament chamber, where the benoli- 
era dine — answering to the combination rooms at Col- 
lege — mnoh to the easement of his less epionrean breth- 
ren. I know nothing more of liim. — Then Read, and 
Twopeny— Read, good-humored and personable — Two- 
peny, good-hnmored, bnt thin, and feUcitons in jest« upon 
his own fignre. If T. was thin, Wbarry waa attenaated 
and fleeting. Uany most remember him (for he was 
rather of later date) and his singolar gait, which was per- 
formed by three steps and a jamp regularly snoceeding. 
The steps were little efForts, like tbat of a child bepn- 
ning to walk ; the Jamp comparatively vigorous, as a foot 
to on inch. Where he learned this fignre, or what 00- 
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' oaaoned it, I could oever disooTsr. It was naithar graoe- 
ftal in itself, nor seemed to answer the purpose buj bet- 
ter than common waiting. The extreme tAooitj of his 
frame, I auapeet, set him npon it. It was a trial of pois- 
ing. Twopenj would often rallj him upon his leanness, 
and hail him as brother Lnsty ; bat Vf. had no reUsb 
of a joke. His features were spitefnL I have heard that 
he wonld pinch his oat's ears extremely, when anjlhing 
had offended him. Jackson — the omnisdent Jackson ho 
was called — was of this period. He had the reputation 
of poBseaaing more mnltifarions knowledge than anj man 
of his time. He was the Friar Bacon of the less literate 
portion of the Temple. I remember a pleasant passage, 
of the cook apptjing to him, with maoh fwrnBlity of 
apology, for instractions bow to write down edge bone 
of beef in his bill of commons. He was supposed to 
know, if any man in the world did. He decided the or- 
thography to be — as I have given it — fortifying his an- 
thority with such anatomioal reasons as dismissed the 
manciple (for the time) learned and happy. Some do 
spell it yet, perversely, aiteh bone, from a fonoifol resem- 
blance between its shape and that of the aspirate so de- 
nominated. I had almost forgotten Mingay with the iron 
hand — but he woa somewhat later. He had lost his right 
hand by some accident, uid supplied it with a grappling- 
hook, which he wielded with a tolerable adroitoeas. 1 
detected the snbstitDte, before I was old enough to rea- 
son whetber it were artificial or not. I remember the 
astonishment it raised in me. He was a blnstering, lond- 
' talking person ; and I recondled the phenomenon to my 
ideas as an emblem of power — somewhat like the boms 
in the forehead of Michael Angelo's Uoses. Baron Ua- 
sores, who walks (or did till Tery lately) in the costume 
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of tbe reign of George II., closes 1117 imperfect reoollec- 
tiona of the old beucbeta of the Inner Temple. 

Fantaatie tonaa, whither are ye fled I Or, if the like 
of 70a exist, why exist they no more for me ? Ye inex- 
plioable, half-imderBtood appeuuioes, why comes in rea- 
son to tear away the pretematnral mist, bright or gloomy, 
that enshroaded yon ! Why make ye so sorry a flgore 
in my relation, who made np to me — to my childish eyee 
— the mythology of the Temple ( In those days I saw 
gods, as " old men covered with a mantle," walking upon 
the earth. Let the dreams of olassio idolatry perish—' 
extinct be the fairies and fairy trnmpery of legendary 
fabling, in the heart of childhood, there will, forever, 
spring np a well of innocent or wholesome snperstition — 
the seeds of exaggeration wiU be bnay there, and vital — 
ft>om every-day forms edaoing the nnknown and the nn- 
common. In that little Goshen there will be light, when 
the grown world flonnders about in the darkness of sense 
and materiality. While 'childhood, and while dreams, re- 
daoing childhood, shall be left, Imagination shall not have 
spread har holy wings totally to fly the earth. 

P. 8. — I have done injastioe to the soft shade of 
Samuel Sdt. See what it is to trust to imperfect mem- 
ory, and the errtaig notioes of childhood 1 Tet I protest 
I always thought that he had been a bachelor I This 
gentleman, B. N. informs me, married yonng, and losing 
his lady in childbed, within the first year of their union, 
fell into a deep melancholy, from the effects of which, 
probably, he never thorooghly recovered. In what a 
new light does this place his r^ection (oh, call it by a 

genlJer name I) o( mild Susan P , unraveling into 

beanty certain peonliarities of this very shy and retiring 
charaoterl Henceforth let no one receive the narratives 
10 
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of Elia tor tme twmo^ 1 They are, in tnith, bat ihadows 
of fact — verisimilitDdeB, not veritiaB-'Or ^ttmg but npou 
the remote edges tmd oatakirte of hiatory. He Is DO 
enoh h<HieBt chronicler aa R, N., and would hare dono 
better, pertisps, to have ooosulted that geDtleman, bofore 
he sent these incondite renumsoenoee to press. Bat the 
worthy sab-treasurer — who respects hi* old and his new 
masteri — would bnt baye been pnxtled at the indeowons 
liberties of Elk. The good man wots not, peradventDre, 
of the lioetue whioh Magaaintt have arnved at in thia 
plun-speaking age, or Itardly dreams of their existence 
beyond the 6«atl*m<m''i — bis farthest monthly ezonr- 
sioni in this nature having tieenlong oonfinedto the holy 
ground of honest Urban'* obitaaiy. Kay it be long be- 
fore Us own muae sbalt help to ew^ those oolanins of 
onenried flattety !— Meantuae, O ye New BetMbera of 
the Inner Temple, oheriah Mm kindly, for be is himaelf 
the kindliest of human oreatorea. Should infirmities 
overtake him — he is yet in green and vigorous senility — 
make aUowanoes for them, remembering that " ye yonr- 
aelves are old." So may the Winged Horse, your an- 
cient badge and cognizonoe, still flonriah 1 so may future 
Hookers and Beldens illustrate yonr church and oham- 
bera I bo may the aporrowa, in dd'anlt of more melodiooa 
qniristera, unpoisoned hop about your walks I so may 
die fresh-colored and cleanly nnrsery-nudd, who, by 
leave, urs her playAil charge in your stately gardens, 
drop her prettiest blushing onrt^ as ye pass, reduotive 
of JnTenesoeiiC emotion I so may the yonukers of tbi« 
generation eye you, pacing yonr stiOely terrace, with the 
same superBtitions Teneration, with wbit^ the child Elia 
gazed OD the Uld Wortliiea that solemnized the parade 
before ye t 
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GRACE BEFORE MEAT. 

Tbb oDstom of Bajing grsoe at mealB had, probably, 
its origin in the early times of the vorld, and tha hnnter- 
Btate of nun, when dinners were preoariooa things, and 
a fall meal was something more than a common blessing! 
vbea a bell^l was a wiudfaU, and looked like a spe- 
cial proridence. In the shoats of triamphant songs with 
which, after a season of sharp abstinence, a laokj bootj 
of deer's or goat's flesh would natarallj be oshered tome, 
existed, perhaps, the germ of the modem grace. It is 
not otherwise easy to be understood, why the blessing of 
food — the act of eadng — should have had a partlonlar 
expression of thanks^ving annexed to it, distinct from 
that implied and silent gratitude with which we are ez- 
peoted to enter upon the enjoyment of the many other 
TariODS gifts and good things of existence. 

I own that I am disposed to say grace upon twenty 
other oocasions in the coarse of the day besides my din- 
ner. I want a form for settiDg out npon a pleasant walk, 
for a moonlight ramble, for a friendly meeting, or a 
solved problem. Why have we none for books, those 
spiritaal repasts — a graoe before Milton — a grace before 
Shakespeare — a devotional exeroise proper to be said 
before reading the "Fairy Qaeent " — but the received 
ritual having prescribed these forms to the solitary cere- 
mony of mandncation, I shall confine my observations to 
the experience which I have had of the grace, properly 
•o called ; oommending my new scheme for extension to 
a niche in the grand philosophical, poetical, and per- 
chance in part heretical, liturgy, now compiling by my 
friend Homo Humanns, for the nse of a certain snog oon- 
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gregation of Utopisn Rabelalrian Obristlaiu, no tiutt«r 
where ueembled. 

The form, then, of the benedictdon before ea^g haa 
its beaot^ at a poor man's table, or at the simple and nn- 
provooatiye repast of children. It is here that the grace 
becomes exceedingly graceAiL The indigent man, who 
hardly knows whether he shall have a meal the next day 
or not, sits down to bis fare with a present sense of the 
bleinng, which can be bnt feebly acted by the rich, into 
whose mind the conception of wanting a dinner could 
never, bnt by some extreme theory, have entered. The 
proper end of food — the animal snstensnce — is barely 
contemplated by them. The poor man's breed is hia 
daily bread, literally his breadfor the day. Their conrsea 
are perennial. 

Again, the plfunest diet seems the fittest to be pre- 
ceded by the grace. That which Ih least stimnlatiTe to 
appetite, leaves the mind most free for foreign oonsidera- 
tions. A man may feel thankfal, heartily thankful, over 
a dish of plain mntton with tarnips, and bare leianre to 
reflect npon the ordinance and institution of eatang; 
when he shall confess a perturbation of mind, incon- 
sistent with the puposes of the grace, at the presence of 
venison or tnrtle. When I have sate (a rartu hoyiet) at 
rich men's tables, with tfae savory sonp and messes 
steaming ap the nostrils, and moistening the lips of the 
gaesta with deure and a distracted choice, I have felt 
the introdnction of that ceremony to be nnseasonable. 
With the raveaooB orgasm npon yon, it seems imper- 
.tinent to interpose a religSoiB sentiment. It is a oonfn- 
sion of purpose io mntter out praises from a mouth that 
waters. The heats of epicurism put ont the gentle flame 
of deToU(ai. The incense which risea ronnd is pagan, 
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SDd ths belly-god intarcepto it for his own. The verjr 
eicoBs of the provision bejoud the needs, taket awaj' all 
•ense of proportion between the end and means. The 
giver is veiled by his gifts. Ton are startled at the in- 
jnstioe of returning thanks— for what? — for having too 
mnch, while so manj starve. It is to prwse the gods 
amiss. 

I have observed this awkwardness felt, scarce oon- 
scionsly, perhaps, by the good man who says the grace. 
I have seen it in clergymen and others— a sort of shame 
— a sense of the co-presence of circnmBtanoeB whioh an- 
hallow the blessing. After a devotional tone put on for 
a few seconds, bow rapidly the speaker will fall into his 
common voice I helping himself or his nei|^bor, as if to 
get rid of some nueasy sensation of hypocrisy. Not that 
the good man was a hypocrite, or was not most consci- 
entious in the discharge of the dnt; ; bnt he felt in his. 
inmost mind the incompatibility of the scene and tbe 
viands before him, with tbe exercise of a calm and ration- 
al gratitude. 

I hear somebody exclaim — Would you have Obris- 
tians sit down at table, like hogs to their troughs, with- 
out remembering the Giver t — no — I would have them 
sit down as Christians, remembering the Oiver, and less 
like hogs. Or if their appetites mnst mn riot, and tbcy 
most pamper themselves with delicaoies for which East 
and West are ransacked, I would have them postpone 
their l>enediotiontoafitter season, when appetite is laid ; 
when the still, small roioe can be heard, and the reason 
of the grace returns — with temperate diet and restricted 
dishes. 0-Iuttony and surfeiting are no proper occasions 
for thanksgiving. When Jeshurnn waxed fat, we read 
tbat he kicked. Virgil knew the harpy-natnre l>etter, 



150 THB BSSATS OF ELU. 

when he put into the mouth d Cekeuo anything but a 
ble^ing. We maj he grate&llj senuble of the delieions- 
Dess of some kinds of food beyond others, though that is 
a meaner and inferior gratitode : bnt the proper obje<4 
of the grace is ansteuanae. Dot relishes; daily bread, not 
delicacies ; the means of life, and not the means of pam- 
pering the carcass. With what frame or composure, I 
wonder, can a city chaplain prononnce bis benediction at 
some great Hall-feast, when he knows that his last con- 
olnding pionB word — and that in all probability, the sa- 
cred name which be preaohei — is bnt the signal for bo 
many impatkeot harpioB to commence their foul orgies, 
with u little sense of tme thankfulness (which is tem- 
perance) aa those Yir^ian fowll It is well if the good 
man himself does not feal his devotions a little clouded, 
those foggy, sensnons steams mingling with and pollnUng 
tlie pore altar-sacrifice. 

The severest satire upon full tables and snrfeits a the 
banqnet which Satan, in the " Paradise Regained," pro- 
vides for a temptation in the wilderness: 

" A table richly epresd in regal mode 
With dishes piled, and meats of noblest sort 
And aavoT ; beasts of cliase, or fonl of game. 
In pastry built, or from the spit, or boiled, 
Oris-ambcr-steamed ; all fish from sea or shore, 
Frediet or purling brook, for which was druned 
Fontus, and Lucrine bay, and Afric coast." 

The tempter, I warrant yon, thought these cates 
wonld go down without the recommendatory preface of 
a benediction. They are Uke to be short graces where 
the devil plays the host. — I am sfriud the poet wants his 
nsnal decoram in this place. Was he thinking of the 
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old Roman Insnrr, or of a gaady da; at Cambridge t 
This was a temptation fitter for a Heliogabalns. The 
Thole banqaet is too oivio and culinary, and the acoom- 
paniments altogether a profanation of that deep, ab- 
etraoted, hoi; Boeae. The might; artillerj of sancea, 
whiah the oook-flend conjures up, is ont of proportion 
to the simple wants and plain hunger of the gnest. He 
that distarbed him in bie dreams, from his dreams might 
have been tattght better. To the temperate fantasies of 
the famished Son of God, what sort of feasts presented 
theraselres? — He dreamed, indeed — 
" — As appetite is wont to dream. 
Of meats and drioks. Nature's refreshment sweet." 
But what meats! — 
** Him thought, he by the brook of Oheriib stood. 

And BAT the ravens witA th^r born; beaks 

Food to Elijah bringing even and mom ; 

Ihoi^ ravenoDa, taught to abstain from what tbcj brooght ; 

He saw the prophet also how be fled 

^lo the desert and how there he slept 

Under a juniper ; then bow awaked 

He found his supper on the ooals prepared. 

And bj the angel was bid rise and eat. 

And ate the second time after repose, 

The strength whereof sufficed him fortj days; 

Sometimes, that with Blijab he partook, 

Or as B guest with Daidd at his pulse." 

Nothing in Milton is finelier fancied than these temperate 
dreams of the divine Hnngerer. To which of these two 
▼isionarj banquets, think yon, wonld the introdocUon of 
That is called the grace have been the most fitting and 
pertinent t 



:,C(.K>tjl>J 



153 THE ESSAYS OP ELIA. 

Theoretically I am no enemy to grMes; bnt practi- 
Daily I own that (before meat eBpe<ua]l;) they seem to 
inyolve sometMug awkward and nnwasonable. Our ap- 
petites, of one or another kind, are excellent iipara to 
onr reason, which might otherwise but feebly set abont 
the great ends of preserving and continning the species. 
They are fit blesMngs to he contemplated at a distance 
with a becoming gratitnde ; bnt tlie moment of appetite 
(the judicions reader wiU apprehend me) is, perhaps, the 
least fit seaaoa for that exeroiae. The Qoakere, who 
go about their baEinesa of every deeoription with more 
oalnmesa than we, have more title to the nse of these 
benedictory prefaces. I have always admired their silent 
grace, and the more because I have observed their appli- 
oationa to the meat and drink following to be leas pas- 
sionate and sensoal than onrs. They are neither glnttone 
nor wine-bibbers as ft people. They eat, as a horse bolts 
his chopped hay, with indifference, calmness, and cleanly 
oireiimBtanoeB. They neither grease nor slop themselves. 
When I see a citjzen in his bib and tucker, I cannot im- 
agine it a surplice. 

I am no Quaker at my food. 1 confess I am not in- 
different to the kinds of it. Those nnctaous morsels of 
deer's fieeb were not made to be received with diepas- 
sionate services. I bate a man who swallows it, afioct- 
ing not to know what he is eating. 1 snapect his taste 
in higher matters, I shrink instinctively from one who 
professes to like minced veal. There is a physiognomi- 
cal character in the tastes for food. C holds thftt a 

man cannot have a pore mind who refuses apple-dmnp- 
lingB. I am not certun hut he is right. With the deoa; 
of my first innocence, I confess a less and less relibh 
daily for those innoonous oates. The whole vegetable 
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tribe have lost their gnst with me. Onlj I stick to as- 
pftragQB, which still eeems to inspire gentle thoughts. I 
Bin impatient and qaerolons under onlinorr disappoint- 
ments, as to oome home at the dinner-hom*, for instance, 
expecting some savory mess, and to find one quite taste- 
less and sapidldss. Batter ill melted— that commonest of 
kitchen failures — puts me beside my tenor. — The author 
of the Rambler used to make inartionlate animal noisea 
over a favorite food. Was this the music quite proper 
to be preceded by the grace! or would the pious man 
have done better to postpone his devotiona to a season 
when the blessing might be contemplated with less per- 
turbation I I qnorrol with no man's tastes, nor would set 
my thin face against those excellent things, in their way, 
jollity and feasting. Bnt as these exercises, however 
landable, have little in them of grace or gracefulness, a 
man eboold be mre, before he ventures so to grace them, 
that while he ia pretending hia devotions otherwhere, he 
is not secretly kissing his hand to some great fish— hia 
Dagon — with a special consecration of no ark bnt the 
fat tureeu before him. Graces are the sweet preluding 
etnuns to the banquets of angels and children ; to the roots 
and severer repasts of the Ohartrense; to the slender, 
but not slenderly acknowledged, refection of the poor 
and humble man ; but at the heaped-up boards of the 
pampered end the Inxnrioas they beoome of dissonant 
mood, less timed and tnned to the occasion, methinks, 
than the noise of those better befitting organs woold be 
whioh children hear tales of, at Hog's Korton. We sit 
too long at onr meals, or are too onrions in the study of 
them, or too disordered in onr (^plicatioQ to them, or 
engross too great a portion of those good things (which 
should be common) to our share, to be able with any 
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grace to e&j graoa. To be thankfol for what we grasp 
ezoeeding oar proportion, is to add hjpooris; to iDJns- 
tice. A lurking seose of thii truth U what maVea the 
performance of tbia dnty ao cold and apiritleaa a aerrice 
at most tables. Id boiue* where the graoe is as indis- 
ponsaUe as the siskin, who has not soen that never-set- 
tled qnestion arise, as to teio thaU toy it t while the 
good man of the hoase and the Tiaitor olergTman, or 
some other gnest, belike of next aatborit;, from jeors 
of gravitf, shall be bandying about the office between 
them as a matter of compliment, each of them not nn* 
willing to shut the awkward harden of oqniTOcal dnt^ 
from bii own shoulders. 

I once drank tea in company with two Methodist di- 
vines of different perBoasions, whom it was taj fortune 
to introduce to eaidi other tor tlie first time that evening. 
Before the first onp waa handed round, one of theee rev* 
erend gentlemen pnt it to the other, with all due eolem- 
nity, whether he chose to toy onytAinp. It aeema it is 
the oDstom with some sectaries to put up a short prayer 
before this meal also. His reverend brother did not at 
first i^rehend him, bat, upon an explanation, with little 
less importance he made answer that it was not a ons- 
tom known in big ohurob : in which comieous evadon 
the other acquiescing for good manners' sake, or in com- 
plianoe with a weak brother, Ihe sopplementaiy or tea- 
grace waa wuved altogether. With what spirit mi^t 
not Lu<»an have painted two priests of hi* reli(^on play- 
ing into each other's bends the eomplimmt of performing 
or omitting a sacrifice — the hmigry god meantime, donbt- 
ful of his incense, with expectant nosbils hovering over 
the two flamens, and (as between two atooti) going away 
in the end witliont hia supper I 
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A short form upon tJieae •ooasions ia felt to want 
reverence; a long one, I am afraid, oaonot escape the 
charge of impertinence. I do not qoite approve of the 
epigrammatic conciseness with whiob that eqaivooal w^ 
(bat my pleasant Bohool-fellow) 0. V. L., when impor- 
tnned for a grace, nsed to inquire, first slylf leering 
down the table, "Is there no olergTinan here?" — signifl- 
oaatlj adding, "Thank Q — I " Nor do I think onr old 
form at achool qnite pertinent, where we used to pre&oe 
our bald bread-and- cheese snppers with a preamble, con- 
necting with that bumble blessing a recognition of ben- 
efits the most awful and overwhelming to the imagina- 
tion which religion baa to offer, Jfim tunc Ulit erat loeut. 
I remember we were pnt to It to reconeiie the phrase 
"good creatares," upon which the blessing rested, with 
tie fare set before ne, willf nlly understanding that ex- 
pression in alow and animalsense — till some one recalled 
ft legend, which told bow, in the golden days of Ohrist's, 
the jonng Hospitallers were wont to have smoking 
joints of roast-meat npon their nightly boards, till some 
pions benefactor, commiserating the decen(»e^ rather 
than the palates, of the children, commuted onr flesh for 
garments, and gave us — korrtieo r^ertna — trousers in- 
stead of mnttou. 



MY FIRST PLAT. 

At the north end of Oross Ooart there yet stands a 
portal, of some arohiteotnral pretensions, though reduced 
to humble use, serving at present for an entrance to a 
printang-offloe. This old doorway, if yon are young, 
reader, you may not know was the Identioal pit-entranoe 
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to old Brnr;^ — Oarriok'ad>n]rj — all of it that is left. I 
jMy«T pus it without ebaking some fort; years from off 
mj Bboolders, recamng to the eTening when I passed 
throngh it to see my fint play. The afternoon had been 
wet, and the oondition of oor gcdng (the elder follcs and 
ni;Beif) wae, that the rain should c«ase. With what a 
beating heart did I watch from the window the pod* 
dies, from the stillness of which I was taught to prog- 
Qostjoate the desired oeesationl I seem to remember 
the last spnrt, and the glee with whiiA I ran to an- 
nounce it. 

We went with orders, which mj godfather F. had 
sent US. He hept the oil-shop (now Davies's) at the oor- 
net of Featherstone Bntldings, in Holbom. F. was a 
tall, grave person, lofty in speech, and hod pretensions 
above his rank. He associated in those days with John 
Palmer, the comedian, whose gait and bearing he seemed 
to aop7; if John (which is quite as likely) did not rather 
borrow somewhat of his manner from my godfather. 
He was also known to, and visited by, Sheridan. It was 
to hia house in Holbom that young Brinsley brought bis 
first wife on her eloptemont with him from a boarding- 
eohool at Bath — the beantifnt Maria Linley. Hy patento 
were present (over a quadrille table) when he arrived in 
the evening with bis barmonions charge. From either 
of these couneotionB, it may be inferred that my god- 
father could command an order for the then Drury Lane 
Theatre at pleasure— and, indeed, a pretty liberal issne 
of those cheap billets, in Brinsley's easy autograph, I 
have heard bim say was the sole remuneration which he 
had received for many years' nightly illumination of the 
onjiestra and variooa avenues of that theatre — and he 
was content it shoold be so. The honor of Sheridan's 
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f&miliarit; — or sappoeed familivit; — wa§ better to mj 
godfather than mone j. 

F. was the moit; gentlemanlj of oilmen; grandilo- 
qnent, yet courteotu. His delivery of the oomntoaeBt 
matten of fact was Oioeronian. He had. tvo Latin 
words almost ooostaatl? in his month (how odd soands 
Latin from an oilman's lips I), whioh my better knowl- 
edge UDoe has enabled me to oorreoC. In strict pronnn- 
oiAtion they shonld have been soonded viae vend — bat in 
those yomig years thej impressed me with more awe than 
thoy would now do, read aright from Seoeos or Varro 
— in hia own peoaliar pronnnciation, monosyUabioally 
elaborated, or Anglicized into something like t«ne tent. 
By an imposing manner, and the help of these distorted 
ayllablea, he climbed (bnt that was little) to the highest 
parochial honors whioh St. Andrew has to bestow. 

He is dead — and thus mnch I thooght doe to his 
memory, both for my first orders (little wondrona talis- 
mans I — slight keys, and insignificant to outward sight, 
but opening to me more than Arabian paradises!) and, 
moreoTor, that by his tesbunentary benefieenoe I came 
into possewion of the only landed property whioh I oonld 
erer call my own — eitoate near the roadway Tillage of 
pleasant Pot^eridge, in Sertfordshire. When I jonr- 
neyed down to take possescdon, and planted foot on my 
own groand, the stately habits of the donor descended 
upon me, and I strode (shall I confess the vanity)) with 
larger paoes over my allotmest of three-qaarters of an 
acre, with its oommodions mansion in the midst, with 
tiie feeling of an English freeholder that all betwixt sky 
and centre was my own. The estate has passed into 
more prndest handa, and nothing but an agnrion con 
restore it. 
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In thoK days were pit ordera. Beshrew Uie nnoom- 
tortable manager wtio «l>olished them! — witb one of 
tbeae ve went I remember the waiting ftt tbe door — 
not that which ia left — bnt between that and on inner 
door In etaelter — O when iludl J be saoh an expectant 
agtunl— with the or^ of nonporeila, an indispenaable 
play honie aoeompanimeDt In thoae Asja. Am near aa I 
oan reoolleot, tbe fashionable prononoiation of tlie theat- 
rioal (raitoressBes tiien was, " Ohaae some oranges, ohose 
some nomparels, oluue a hill of the play " — chase pro 
ohnse. Bnt when we got in, and I beheld the green 
onrtain that Tailed a heaven to my imagination, which 
was eoon to be disolosed — tbe breathlesB antidpationa I 
endured! I had seen something like it in the plate pre~ 
fixed to Troilns andOresnda, in Howe's Shakespeare — the 
teot scene with Diomede — and a sight of that plate oan 
always bring back in a measure the feeling of that even- 
ing. Tbe boies at tliat tjme, Ml of well-dressed women 
of qnality, projected over the pit; and the pilasters 
reaching down were adorned with a glistering sabstanoe 
(I know not what) nnder ^asi (as It seemed), resembling 
— a homely fancy — but I Judged it to be sngar-eandy — 
yet, to my rused ima^nation, divested of ita homelier 
qoalities, it appeared a glorified candy I The orchestra 
Bl^te at length arose, those " fair Auroraa I " Onoe the 
bell sonnded. It was to ring out yet onoe again — and, 
inaapableof the antioipation, I reposed my shnt eyes in 
a sort of resignation apon the maternal lap. It rang the 
second time. The onrt^ drew np. I was not past six 
years old, and the play was ArtaierxesI 

I had dabbled a little in the ITniveraal mstory— tite 
anoient part of it— and here was the oonrt of Perria. It 
was being admitted to a right of tbe past. I took no 
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l>ropeT lotoreat in the action going on, for I nnderatood 
not its import — bnt I beard the word Darias, and I was 
in tjie midst of DanieL All feeling was absorbed in 
Tision. Goi^eons Tests, gardens, palaces, prinoeties, 
passed before me. I knew not plajars. I was in Per- 
MpoUs for tbe time, and tbe bnrning idol of tbdr devo- 
tion almost oonverted me into a worshiper. I was awe- 
■trock, and believed those eignifications to be eomething 
more than elemental fires. It was all enohantment and 
a dteam. No anob pleasore baa once rioted me bnt in 
dreams — Horleqnin'a invasion followed; where, I re- 
member, tbe transformation of the ma^stratei into rev- 
erend beldams seemed to me a piece of grave historic 
jnstioe, and the tiulor oarrjing Ms own bead to be as 
sober a verity as tbe legend of St. Denjs. 

The next plaj to which I was taken was the Lady of 
the Uanor, of wbioh, with the exception of some scenery, 
very Ctint traces are left in my memory. It was followed 
by a pantomime, called Lnn's Ghost — a satirio tonoh, I 
aiqprebend, upon Bioh, not long rinoe dead — bnt to my 
apprehension (too sincere for satire), Lnn waa as remote 
a piece of antiqnity as Lnd — the father of a line of Ear- 
leqidns — tranamitdng bis da^er of lath (the wooden 
soeptte) thnmgh countless ages. I saw Uke primeval 
Koiley come from his dlent t4»nb in a ghastly vest of 
white patchwork, like the apparition of a dead rainbow. 
So Harlequins (thonght I) look when they are dead. 

Uy third pl^y followed in qnick sncoeadon. It was 
the Way of the World, I think I must have sat at it as 
grave as a jndge; for, I r«nember, tbe hysteric affeo- 
tations of good Lady Wishfort affected me like some 
■olemn tra^o passion. Botdnson Ornsoe followed; in 
which Cmsoe, man Friday, and the parrot, were as 
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good sod mthentio as in the story. The oloiraerj and 
pontsloonerjr of these pantomimes have clean paased ont 
of m7 head. I believe I do more langhed at them, than 
at tho same age I ehontd have boen disposed to laogh at 
the grotesque Gothic heads (seeming to me then replete 
with davont meaning) that- gape, and grin, in stono 
aronnd the inside of the old Bound Ohnrch (my church) 
of the Templars. 

I saw these plays in the season 1T81-'8S, when I was 
from six to seven years old. After the intervention of 
six or seven other yesrs (for at school all play-going was 
inhibited) I ogfUn ent«red the doors of a theatre. That 
old Artaxerzes evening had never done ringing in my 
fancy. I expected the same feelings to come again witli 
the some occasion. Bnt we differ from oatselves less at 
sixty and d2t«en, than the latter does from six. In that 
interv^ what had I not lost 1 At the first period I knew 
nothing, nnderstood nothing, disoriminated nothing. I 
felt all, loved all, wondered all — 

"Was Ttonrialied, I could not teU bow — " 

I had left the temple a devotee, and was returned a ra- 
tionalist. The same things were there materially; bnt 
the emblem, the reference, was gone I The green cur- 
tain was no longer a veil, drawn between two worlds, 
the unfolding of which was to bring back past ages to 
present a "royal ghost" — but a certain quantity of green 
baize, which was to separate the audience for a given 
tdme from certain of their fellow-men who were to come 
forward and pretend those parts. The lights — the or- 
chestra-lights— came up a cinmsy machinery. The first 
ring, and the second ring, was now bnt a trick of the 
promptw's bell — which had been, like the note of the 
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onckoo, a phantom of a roioe, no hand seen or gneMod 
at which minietered to ita waming. The actors were 
men and women painted. I thought the faalt was in 
them; bat it waa in myself, and the alteration which 
those msnj oentnrieB — of ais short twelvemonthB — had 
wronght in me. Perliaps It was fortnnate for me that 
tbe plaj of the evening waa hat an indifferent comedy, 
aa it gare me time to crop some nnreasonable expecta- 
tions, wtuch might hare interfered with the gennine 
emotions with which I waa soon after enabled to enter 
npon the first appearance to me of Mrs. Siddons in Isa- 
bella. Oompariaon and retroapection aoon yielded to 
the present attraction of the acene ; and the theatre be- 
came to me, Qpen a new stock, the most delightM of 
recreations. 



DREAM-OHILDEEN: A REVERIE. 

OHiLORKa' loTe to listen to stories aboot their elders, 
when thep were children; to stretch their imagination 
to the conception of a traditionary great-ancle or gran- 
dame, whoni thej never saw. It waa in this spirit that 
my little ones crept about me the other evening to hear 
about their great-grandmother Field, who lived in a great 
honse in Norfolk (a bundred times bigger than that in 
which they and paps lived) whieh had been the scene — 
BO at least it was generally believed in that part of tbe 
country — of the tragic incidents which they had lately 
become fB T'lia f with from the ballad of tbe Ohildreo in 
the Wood. Oertainitis that the whole atory of the chil- 
dren and their cruel Tinole was to be seen fwrly carved 
ont in wood npon the chimney-piece of the great hall, 

11 
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the whole Btor; down to the Bobin Redbr«astil till a 
fooliBh tioh person pulled it down to set up a marble one 
of modem inventioii in ils stead, with no stor; upon it. 
Here AU06 pot ont one of her dear mother's look b, too ten- 
der to be -called ophraiding. Then I went on to aa,j, how 
religioDB and how good their great-grandmother Field 
was, how beloved and reepeoted hj everybod;, though 
ahe was not indeed the mietiess of thu great honse, but 
bad onlj the charge of it (and ;et in some respects she 
might lie amd to be the mistress of it too) committed to 
her bj the owner, who preferred living in a newer and 
more liubionable mansion which he hod porohased some- 
where in the adjoining connt; ; bnt still she lived in it 
in a manner as if it had been her own, and kept np the 
dignity of the great honse in a sort while she lived, 
whioh afterword came to decay, and was near); polled 
down, end all its old ornaments stripped and carried 
away to the owner's other hoase, where thej were net 
np, and looked as awkward as if aome one were to carry 
away the old tombs tliey had seen lately at the Abbey, 
and stick them op in Lady O.'s tawdry gilt drawing- 
room. Here John smiled, aa much as to say, " That 
would be foolishindeed." And then I told how, when she 
came to die, her fnneral was attended by a concoarse of 
all the poor, and some of the gentry too, of the neighbor- 
hood for many miles round, to show their respect for her 
memory, becanse she had been sach a good and religioua 
wonmu, BO good, indeed, that she knew all the Psaltery 
by heart, ay, and a great part of the Testament besides. 
Here little Alice spread her hands. Then I told what a 
tall, upright, graceful person their great grandmother 
Field once was; and how in hor yonth she was esteemed 
the best dancer — here Alice's little right foot played an 
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iiiTolaiitarj moTement, til], apon mj looUtig grave, it 
desisted — the best dancer, I was sBjing, in the aonntj, 
till a cfuel disease, called a oanoer, came, and bowed her 
down with pain ; Irat it could ne7er bend her good spir- 
its, or make them stoop, bat thej were still nprigbt, be- 
oanse she was bo good and reli^ons. Then I told bow 
she was nsed to sleep hj herself in a lone chamber of the 
great lone hoose, and how she believed that an apparition 
of two infants was to be seen at midnight gliding tip and 
down the great staircase near where she slept, but she 
said "Those innocents would do berno harm;" and how 
frightened I used to be, though in those days I had my 
maid to sleep with me, becanse I was never half so good 
or religious as sbe— and yet I never saw the Infants. 
Here John expanded all his eyebrows and tried to look 
oourageons. Then I told how good she was to all her 
(p-andohildren, having ns to the great house in the holi- 
days, where I in particular need to spend many howB 
by myself, in gazing npon the old bnsts of the twelve 
Oteaars, that had been the Emperors of Rome, till the 
old marble heads would seem to live agun, or I to be 
tamed into marble with them ; how I never oonld be 
tired with roaming abont that hage mansion, with its 
vast empty rooms, with their wom-ont han^gs, flatter- 
ing tapestry, and carved oaken panels, with the gilding 
almost mbbed out — sometimes in the spacious old-fash- 
ioned gardens, which I had almost to myself^ unless when 
now and then a solitary gardening-man wonld orosa me 
— and how the nectarines and peaches huug upon the 
walla, without my ever offering to pluck them, beoanse 
they were forbidden frnit, nnless now and then — and 
beoanse I had more pleasure in strolling about,among 
the old, melanohoIy-looUog yew-trees, or the firs, and 
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}nokiiig np the red berries, and the fir-apples, which 
were good for nothing but to look at— or in lying abont 
npon the fresh grass with all the fine garden Bmella around 
me— or basking in the orangery, till I coald almost fancy 
myseU! ripening, too, along with the oranges and the 
limes in that grateful warmth — or in watching the i^ce 
that darted to and fro in die fish-pond, at the bottom of 
tho garden, with here and there a great solby pike hang- 
ing midway down the water in silent state, as if it 
[nocked at their impertinent friskings — I had mora 
pleasnre in these busy-idle diveraiops than in all the 
sweet flavors of peaches, nectarines, oranges, and snch- 
like oomtnon bfuts of children. Here John slylj depos- 
ited baok npon the plate a bnnch of grapes, which, not 
nnobaerved by Alice, he had meditated dividing with 
her, and both seemed willing to relinqnish tbem for the 
present as irrelevant. Then, in somewhat a more height- 
ened tone, I told how, though their great-grandmother 
Field loved all her grandchildren, yet in an espedal 
manner sbe might be ssid to love their Uncle John 

L , becanse be was so handsome and spirited a yonth, 

and a king to the rest of ns; and, instead of moping - 
about in solitary comers, like some of os, he wonld 
mount the most mettlesome horse he coald get, when 
bnt an imp no bigger than themselves, and ntake it carry 
him half over the oonnty in a morning, and join the 
banters when there were any out — and yet he loved the 
old great house and gardens too, bnt had toomnoh spirit 
to be always pent np within their boundaries — and how 
their unole grew up to man's estate as brave as he waa 
handsome, to the admiration of everybody, bnt of their 
greet-grandm other Field most especially ; and bow he 
nsed to oarry me upon bis back when I was a lame-foot- 
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od boy — ^for he wa§ a good bit older than me — man; a 
mile when I could not valk for pun — and how in after- 
life he became lame-footed too, and I did not always (I 
fear) make allowances enough for him when he waa im- 
patient^ and in p^n, nor rememl>er snffioiently bow con- 
siderate be bad been to m« when I was lame-footed; 
and how, when he died, thongh he had not boen dead 
an hoar, it seemed as if he had died a great while ago, 
sncb a distance there is betwixt life and death : and 
how I bore hia death as I thought pretty well at first, ' 
bat afterward it bannted and haonted me; and though 
I did not cry or take it to heart as some do, and -aa I 
think he wonld hare done if I had died, yet I missed 
him all day long, and knew not till then how maoh I had 
lored him. I missed hia kindness, and I mlsaed his oroae- 
nesa, and wished him to he olive sgaio, to be qnarreling 
with him (for we qnarrried sometimes), rather than not 
have him again, and was as uneasy without him, as he 
their poor Tincle must have been when the doctor took off 
bis limb. — Here the children fell a-crying, and asked if 
their little monrning which they had on wasnot for Uncle 
John, and they looked np and prayed me not to go on 
aboat their nnole, bat to tell them some storiea aboat 
Qieir pretty dead mother. Then I told how for seven 
long years, in hope sometimes, sometimes in despair, yet 
perusting ever, I courted the fair Alice W — n ; and, aa 
mach as children conld understand, I explained to them 
what ooynesB, and difBcolty, and denial, meant in maid- 
ens — when suddenly turning to Alice, the eonl of the 
first Alice looked ont at her eyes with such a reality of 
re-presentment, that I became in doubt which of them 
stood there before me, or whose that bright hair was; 
and while I stood gazing, both the children graduallj 
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grew fainter to my view, rooeding, and still iieceding, till 
nothing &t liut bat too mournful fatturee wete seen in 
the attermoBt diitance, which, withoat speech, strangely 
impreBsed npon me the effeoti of speech : " We are not 
of Alice, nor (tf thee, not are we children at all. The 
children of Alice call Bartmm father. We are nothing ■ 
less ttian nothing, and dreams. We are onlj what might 
hare been, and mnst wiut npon Uie tedioas abores of 
Lethe millionB of ag«B before we have existence, and a 
name" — and immediately awaking, I fonnd mj'aelf qui- 
etly seated in mj bachelor arm-ohair, where I had fallen 
asleep, with the faithful Bridget unohangod bj m; nde^ 
hot John L. (or Jomea £lia) was gone forever. 



DISTANT CORRESPONDENTS. 



Uy dear F. : When I think how welcome the sight 
of a letter fVom the world where yoa were bom must be 
to yon in that strange one to which jou have been trans- 
planted, I feel some oompnnotioDS visitings at mj long 
silence. But, indeed, it is no easj effort to set about a 
oorreapondenoe at our distance. The weary world of 
waters between ua oppresses the im agination. It is diffi- 
cult to conceive how a scrawl of mine should ever stretch 
across it. It is a sort of presamption to expect that 
one's thoughts should live so far. It is like writing for 
posterity ; and reiiiinds me of one of Mrs, Rowe's super- 
scriptions, " Alcander to Btrephon in the shades." Cow- 
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ley's Post-Angel ia no more than wottld be expedi^t in 
moll bh intercoarse. One drops a packet at Lombard 
Sb^et, and in twoitj-tonr hoDre a friend in Oomberland 
(rets it aa fresh as if it came in ioe. It is onlj like wliia- 
pering throngli a long trumpet. Bat anppose a tnlie let 
down from the moon, with yourself at one end, and th« 
man at tlie other; it vonld be some balk to the spirit 
of coaversation, if j^ knew that tbedialogae exchanged 
with that interesting theoeopbist would take two or three 
rerolntions of a higher laminarj in its passage. Yet, 
for aoght I know, yon may he some parasangs nigber 
that primitive idea—Plato's man— than we in England 
hare have the honor to reckon onrselves. 

Epi^Iary matter nanally oompriseth three topioa: 
news, sentiment, and pnns. In the latter, I inolade all 
non-serioos subjeots ; or subjects serions iu themeelves, 
bat, treated after my fashion, non-serionsly. And first, 
for newB, In them the most desirable oironmstanoe, I 
snppose, is that they shall be true. But what aecority 
can I have that what I now send yon for truth shall not, 
b^ore you get it, nnacooontsbly timx into a He ? For 
instance, oar mutual friend P. is at this present writing — 
■m^_ yote—oi good health, and eiyoys a fair share of 
worldly repntation. Yoa are glad to hear it. This is 
natural and friendly. Bnt at this present reading— your 
Jfou — he may possibly be in the Bench, or going to be 
banged, which in reason ought to abate something of 
your transport (i. e., at hearing he was well, eto.), or at 
least considerably to modify IL I am going to the play 
this evening to have a laugh with Monden. Yon have 

no theatre, I think yon told me, in yonr land of d d 

realities. Yon naturally lick yom- lips, and envy me my 
fdicity. Think bnt a moment, and you will correct the 
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hateftil emotion. Whj is it Bnodjiy morning with yon, 
and 1838 1 This ooufnsiott of tenses, this grnnd sole- 
dsm of Utopruentt, is in a degree common to all post- 
age. But if I sent 70a word to Bath or DoTizes, that I 
was eipeoting the aforesaid treat thb evening, thoagh at 
the moment jon recMved the intelligence, 107 fall feast 
of fan woold be over, yet there wonld be for a day or 
two after, an yon wonld well knw, a smack, a relish 
left apon mj mental palat«, wblcn wonld give rational 
enoonragement for yon to foeter a portion at least of the 
dissgreeahle passion which it was in part my intention 
to produce. Bnt, ten months hence, yonr envy or your 
sympathy wonld be as nseless as a passion spent npon 
the dead. Not only does tmth, in these long intervals, 
nn-easeace herself, but (what is harder) one cannot vent- 
ure a omde flotlon, for the fear that it may ripen into a 
trath npcm the voyage. What a wild, improhable banter 
1 pnt npon you some three years sinoe — of 'Wni Weath- 
er^l having married a servant-maid I I remember grave- 
ly oonsnlting you how we were to receive her — for Will's 
wife was in no case to be rejected ; and your no less se- 
riona replication in the matter ; how tenderly yon .ad- 
vised an abstemious introduction of literary topics before 
the lady, with a cantion not to be too forward in bring- 
ing on the carpet matters more within the sphere of her 
intelligenoe ; your deliberate jndgment, or rather wise 
anspension of sentence, how far jacks, and spits, and 
mops, ooold with propriety be introduced as subjects ; 
whether the oonBcioue avoiding of all such matters in 
discourse wonld not have a worse look tlian the taking 
of them casually in oar way ; in what manner we should 
carry onrselves to ojir mud Becky, Mrs. William Weath- 
erall being by ; whether we should show more delioaoy, 
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and tt truer sense o( respect (or Will's wife, by treating 
Beoky with onr castomarf obiding before her, or by an 
nnnsnal deferential civility paid to Becl? as to a person 
ot great wortb, bat thrown by tbe caprice Af fate into a 
humble atatioa. There were difflonlties, I remember, on 
both sides, which yon did me the favor to state with the 
precistoii of a lawyer, nnited to the tenderness of a friend. 
I langhed in my sle^e at yonr solemn pleadli^^ when 
lo I while 1 was Taluingmyself npou this flam pat apon you 
in New Bonth Wales, the devil in England, jealous pos- 
Mbly of any lie-children not hia own or working after 
my copy, has actually instigated onr Mend (not three 
days since) to the commission of a matrimony, which 
I bed only conjured up for your divendon, William 
Veatherall has married Ura. Ootterel's maid. Bnt to 
take It in its truest sense, yoa will see, my dear F., that 
news from me must become history to yon ; which I 
neither profess fo write, nor indeed care much for read- 
ing. No person; nnder a diviner, can with any prospect 
of veracity condnot a correspondence (A aneh an arm's 
length. Two prophets, indeed, might thus interchange 
intelligence with effect ; the epoch of the writer (Ea- 
bakknk) falling in with tbe true present time of &e re- 
ceiver (Daniel) ; but, then, wo are no prophets. 

Then as to sentiment. It &reB little better with that. 
This kind of dish, above all, requires to be served up 
hot; or sent off in water-plates, that your friend may 
have it almost as varm as yontaelf. If it have time to 
oool, it is the most tasteless of all cold meats. I have 
often smiled at a conceit of the late Lord 0. It seems 
that, traveling somewhere abont Qeneva, he came to 
some pretty green spot, or nook where a willow, or 
something hong so fantastically and invitingly over a 
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atreun — wu it t — or s rook I— no mattAt— but the etiU- 
nesa and the repose, after a wearj journey, 'tia timely, in 
ft languid moment of bis Lordstiip'B hot r«8tUw Ufa, so 
took his fancy tbat he oonld ima^oe no place bo proper, 
in the event of hia death, to lay his bones in. This was 
all Tery natural and excusable as a sentiment, and shows 
his character in a very pleasing light Bat when from 
a passing aeotiiQent it came to be an act ; and when, by 
a poaitive testamentary disposal, hia remuna were acta- 
ally carried all that way from England ; who was there, 
some desperate aenUmentaliBta excepted, tbat did not 
ask the qnastion. Why could not his Lordship have found 
a spot as sectary, a nook as romantic, a tree aa green 
and pendent, with a stream as emblematic to hia pur- 
pose, in Snrrey, in Dorset, or In Devon t Oonoeive the 
sentiment hoarded np, freighted, entered at tite Costom- 
HoDsa (startling the tide-wuters with the novelty), 
hoisted into a ship. Conceive it pawed about and han- 
dled t>etween the rude jests of tarpaulin raffians — a 
thing of its delic&te texture— the salt bilge wetting it till 
it became as vapid as a damaged lustring. Bnppose it in 
material danger (mariners have some saperstition about 
sentiments) of being tossed over In a fresh gale to some 
propitiatory ahark (spirit of Saint Qothard, save ns from 
a quietus so fordgn to the deviser's purpose I) ; but it has 
happily evaded a fishy conBnmmation, Trace it then to 
its lucky landing — at Lyons shall we say t — I have not 
the map before me — -jostled upon f onr men's shoulders — 
baiting at this town — stopping to refresh at t'other vil- 
lage — waiting a passport here, a license there; the aaoc- 
tion of the magistracy in this district, the ooncurrenoe 
of the ecclesiastics in that canton ; till at length it ar- 
rives at its destination, tired out and jaded, from a brisk 
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sentiment, into a feature of silij pride, or tavdrj eenae- 
lesa aSecUtioD. How few Bentiments, m; dear F., I am 
afraid we can set down, in the sailor's phrase, as quite 
sea- worthy 1 

Lastlj, as to the agreeable lerities, which, though 
oontemptJble in balk, are the twinkling oorpnaoola which 
shonld irradiate a right friendlj epia^e — jonr puns and 
small jesta are, I apprehend, extremely ciroumsoiibed In 
their sphere of action. Thej are so far from a -capadty 
of being packed np and sent beyond sea, they will 
scarce endure to he transported by band from tliis room 
to the next. Their vigor is as the instant of their birth. 
Their natriment for their brief oxistettce is the intel- 
lectnal atmosphere of the by-standers: or thialaat is the 
fine slime of Nilus — the melior lului — whose maternal 
recipiency is as necessary as the lolpattr to their equiv- 
ocal generation. A pan hath a hearty kind of present 
ear-kissing smack with it : yon can no more transmit it 
in ita pristine flavor, than yea can send a kiss. — Have 
yon not tried in some instances to palm oQ a yesterday's 
pan Ttpon a gentleman, and has it answered I ITot but it 
was new to his hearing, but it did not seem to come new 
from yon. It did not hitch in. It was like picking up 
at a village ale-honse a two-days'-old newspaper. You 
have not seen it before, hut yon resent the stale thing as 
an affront. This sort of merchandise above all requires 
a qoick retnm. A pun, and its rect^itory laugh, mast 
be co-instantaneous. The one is the brisk lightning, the 
other the fierce thunder. A moment's interval, and the 
link is snapped. A pun is reflected from a friend's face as 
from a mirror. Who would consult bis sweet visnomy, 
if the polished sarface were two or three minutes (not 
to apeak of twelve months, my dear F.) in giviag baok 
its copy! 
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I cannot image to mjaelf whereabcnt you are. 
When I try to fix it, Peter WUkina'a istand cornea acrosa 
me. Sometimes j'on seem to be in the Sadet of TAieva. 
I Me Diogenes pryiDg among fon vitfa hig perpetaal 
fruitleea lantern. WliAt mnit jon Iw willing bj thia time 
to give for the eiglit of an tionest man I Ton mnat al- 
most have forgotten how «h look. And tell me, what 
jour Sfdnejites do t are they th*^T*ng all day long ! 
Hercifnl heaven I what property can stand agunst sach 
a depredation] The kangaroos — your Abori^ea — do 
they keep th^ primitive nmplicity nn-Enrope-t^nted, 
with those little short fore-pnds, looking like a lesson 
framed by Natnre to the pick-pocket 1 Marry, for div- 
ing into fobs they are rather lamely provided, a priori; 
but if the hue-and-cry were once np, they would show as 
fair a pur of tiind-sbiit«rs as the expertest loco-motor in 
the colony, — We iiesr the most improbable tales at this 
distanoe. Pray ia it tme that the yonng Spartans among 
yon are bom with siz fingers, which epoila their scan- 
ning! — It tnoat look very odd ; bnt nse reconcOea. For 
their scansion, it is less to be r^^etted, for if they take 
it into their heads to be poets, it is odds but they turn 
ont, the greater part of them, vile plagiarists. — Is there 
much difference to see, too, between the sod of a ^**f, 
and the grandson! or where does the tidntstopt Do 
- yon bleach in three or Id four generations I — I have many 
questions to pnt, but ten Delphic voyageecan be made in 
8 shorter time than it will take to satisfy my acmples.— 
Do yon grow your own hemp ?— What is your staple trade, 
— exclusive of the national profession, I mean! Tour 
lockflmiths, I take it, are some of yonr great capitalists. 

I am insensibly chatting to you as famUiarly as when 
we used to eiohange good-morrows ont of oui old oon- 
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tigaoDB win(Io^Ts, in pump-famed Hare Court in the Tem- 
ple. Why did you ever leave that quiet comer? — Why 
did I? — with its complement of tout poor elms, from 
whose Bmoke-dyed harks, the theme of jesting raralistB, 
1 picked my first lady-hirdsl My heart ia as dr; as that 
spring sometimes proves in a thirsty Angart, when I re- 
vert to the space that is hetween na ; a length of pass^e 
enongh to render obsolete the phrases of oar English 
letters hefore thej can reach yon. But while I talk, I 
think yoa hear me — thoaghts dallying with vain bot- 

" Aye me I while thee the seas uid sounding shores 
Hold far Biraj." 
Oome back, before I am grown into a very old man, so 
as yoa shall hardly know me. Come, before Bridget walks 
on oratohes. Qirls whom yon left children have become 
sage matrons while yon are tarrying there. The bloom- 
ing Uiss W — r (yon remember Sally W — r) caUed apon 
us yesterday, an aged crone. Folks, whom yon knew, 
die off every year. Formerly, I thought that death was 
wearing out — I stood ramparted about with so many 
healthy friends. The departure of J. W., two springs 
back, oorreoted my delusion. Since then the old divorcer 
has been busy. If you do not make haste to return, 
there will be little left to greet yoa, of me, or mine. 
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I mat to meet a sweep — understand me— not a 
grown sweeper — old chimney-sweepers are by do means 
attractive — bat one of those tender novices, blooming 
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throagh th^ first nlgritade, tha nuAeraal washings not 
quite afCooed from the dboAi — aoch bs oome fortb wHb 
the dawn, or somewhat eartier, with their little profes- 
sional notes foimdiiig like the pa»p peep of a yoting spsr- 
roir; or liker to the matin lark ehonld I proaoonoe 
them, in their asrial ascents not seldom antioipating the 
snnrise? 

I hare a kindlj jeoroing tonerd these dim specks — 
poor blote— innocent blacknesses — 

I rererenoe these yoang Africans of onr own growth 
— these almost clergy imps, who sport their cloth with- 
out assamption; and from their little pnlpits (the tops of 
chimneys), in the nipping tii of a December momio^, 
preach a lesson of patience to mankind. 

When a child, what a mysterlons pleasure it nas to 
wibiess their operation I to see a chit no bigger than 
one's sel^ enter, one knew not by what process, into 
what seemed the /itticei Averni — to parsae him in ima- 
gination, as he went eonndiog on through bo many dork, 
stifling caverns, horrid shades! — to shndder with the 
idea that "now, snrely, he mnat be lost forever I " — to 
rerive at hearing bis feeble sbont of discovered daylight 
— Bud then (0 follness of delight I) ronning oat-of-doors, 
to come jnst in time to see the sable phenomenon emerge 
in safety, the brandished weapon of his art victoriona 
like some flag waved over a conquered citadel 1 I seem 
to remember having been told that a bad sweep was 
once left in a stack with his brush, to indicate which 
way the wind blew. It was an awfnl spectacle certainly ; 
not tnach nnlike the old stage direction in "Macbeth," 
where the "Apparition of a child crowned, with a tree 
in bia hand, rises." 

Reader, if thou meeteet one of thece small gentry in 
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thj eailj rambles, it is good to giro him a pennj. It is 
better to give bim tvopenoe. If it be starriiig weather, 
and to the proper troables of bis bard QOdnpatioD, & pur 
of kibed heels (do annsaal acoompaminent) bo saper- 
added, the demand on thy bnmamtj will surely riae to a 
teater. 

There is a oompoution, the gronndwoTk of which I 
have understood to be the sweet wood 'ye^ept sassafras. 
This wood boiled down to a ^d of tea, and tempered 
with an infasion of milk and sugar, hath to some tastes 
a delicacy beyond the China Inxnry, I know not how 
thy palate may relish it ; for myself, with every defer- 
ence to the jadioioQB Hr. Read, who liath time out of 
mind kept open a shop (the only one he avers in London) 
for the vending of this " whoiesome and pleasant bever- 
age," on the south tude of Fleet Street, as thou approach- 
ost Bridge Street — t^ only Salopian house — I have 
never yet ventared to dip my own particalar lip in a 
basin of bia commended ingredients— a oautioos premo- 
nition to the olfactories constantly whispering to me, 
that my stomach must infallibly, with alt due conrtesy, 
decline it. Yet I have seen palates, otherwise not 
nriioitnioted in cUetetioal elegancies, sup it op with 
avidity. 

I know not by what particular oonformation of the 
organ it happens, bat I have always found that this 
composition is surprisingly gratifying to the palate of a 
yoQug chimney-sweeper — whether the oily particles 
(sassafras is slightly olca^ous) do attenuate and soften 
the foliginouB concretions, whiob are sometimes found 
(in dissections) to adhere to the roof of the mouth in 
these onfledged practitioners; or whether Nature, sensi- 
ble that she Iiad mingled too muoh of bitter wood in the 
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lot of these raw viotiniB, caused to grow ont of the 
earth her aaoBafras for a Bweet lenitiTe — but bo it is, that 
no poanble taste or odor to the eeneei of a foxmg ohim- 
nej-aweeper can oonvey a delicate eioitement compar- 
able to this mixture. Bang pennileBs, thej will 7et 
hang thdr hlaok heads over the ascending steam, to 
gratif; one sense if possible, Beeminglf no less pleased 
than thoM doinestio aniraala — oats — when they pnrr over 
a new-fonnd sprig of valerian. There is something 
more in theBe sfmpathiee than pbUosopby can incni- 

Now, albeit Mr. Read boastetb, not wiQiont reason, 
that his is the otilj/ Sahpion hcvte ; yet be it known to 
thee, reader — if thou art one who keepest what are 
called good hours, thou art haplj ignorant of the fact — 
he hath a race of industrioas imitators, who from Btalls, 
and nnder open aky, dispense the same savory mesa to 
humbler oustomers, at that dead time of the dawn, when 
(as extremes meet) the rake, reeling home from his mid- 
night onpB, and the hard-handed artiBan leaving his bed 
to resume the premature labors of the day, jostle, not 
unfreqnently to the manifest dieooncerting of the former, 
for the honors of the parement. It is the time when, 
in snmmer, between the expired and the not yet relc- 
mined kitchen-fires, the kennels of our fair metropolia 
give forth their least satisfactory odors. The rake, who 
wisheth to dissipate his o'ernight vapors in more grate- 
ful cofiee, carseB the nngenial fnme, as he passeth ; but 
the artisan stops to taste, and blesses the fragrant break' 
fasL 

This is taJoop — the precocious herb-woman's darling 
—the delight of the early gardener, Vho transports his 
smoking cabbages by break of day from Uammersmith 
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to Ooveat Qarden'a famed piazzas — the delight, and oh I 
1 fear, too often the eav7, of the mtpetuued sweep. 
Him Bhooldst tiioa haplj encounter, with hig dim visage 
pendent orer the gratafal steam, regale him with a 
Bninptnoas hasin 0t will ooet thee but three-half pennies) 
and a slice of delicate bread-and-b otter (an added half- 
penny) — so maf thj onlinary fires, eased of the o'er- 
ohai^ed secretions from tibj worse-placed hospitalities, 
carl np a lighter volome to the welkin— so may tlie 
doHcending soot never taint thj costly, well-ingredienoed 
sonps — nor the odious orj, qniok-reaching from street to 
street, of the ^ed ehimnei/, invite the rattling engines 
fh)m ten adjacent parishes, to disturb for a oasnal scin- 
tillation thy peace and pooket I 

I am by nature estremelj susoeptible of street af- 
fronts; the jeers and tannts of the populace ; the low- 
bred triumph they display over the oasaal trip, or splashed 
stocking of 'a gentleman. Yet can I endore the joculari- 
ty of a yonng sweep with something more than forgive- 
ness. — In the last winter bnt one, pacing along Oheapside 
with my aoonstomed precipitation when I walk' west- 
ward, a treacherous slide brought me npon my baok in 
an instant. I scrambled op with pain and shame anoagb 
— yet outwardly trying to face it down, as if nothing had 
happened — when the roguish grin of one of these yonng 
wits enoonnt«red me. There he stood, pointing me out 
with his dnaky finger to the mob, and to a poor woman 
(I suppose his mother) in particular, till the tears, for the 
eiqnisiteness of the fun (so he thought it), worked them- 
selves oat at the corners oC bis poor, red eyes, red from 
many a previous weeping, and soot-inflamad, yet twin- 
kling through all with suob a joy, snatched out of deso- 
lation, that Hogarth Lot Hogarth has got him already 

IS 
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(how oonld he min himt) in the M&rch to ElDchlef, 
fjriimiiig at the pie-man — there he stood, bs he stande in 
the piotnre, irremovaUe, u it the jest were to last for- 
ever — with, such a maTinmm of glea, and minimam of 
mischi^ in hia mirth — for the grin of a genuine sweep 
hath abaolntel^ no malioe in it — that I ooald have bees 
content, if the honor of a gentleman mi^t endure it, to 
have remained hia bntt and hia mockeij till midnight.' 

I am \>j tbeorj' obdnrate to the sedaotiveneBs of what 
are called a fine set of teeth. Everj pair of rosy lips 
(the ladies must pardon me) ia a casket presumablj hold- 
ing saehjewdls; bat, methlDkB, thejabonld take leave to 
" air " them as fragally aa possible. The fine lad;, or fine 
gentleman, who show me thnr teeth, show me bones. 
Yet mnat I confess that, from the month of a tme sweep 
a display (even to ostentation) of those white and sbiniitg 
ossifications, strikes me as an agreeable Imotnaly in man- 
ners, and an allowable piece of fopperj. It is, aa when 
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It is like some remnant of gentry not qnite extinct ; a 
badge of better days ; a hint of qobility— and doubtless, 
nnder the obscnring darkness and dooble night of their 
forlorn diBgnisetnent, oftentimes Inrketh good blood, and 
gentle conditionB, derived from lost ancestry, and a 
lapsed pedigree. The premature apprenticements of 
these tender victims give bnt too much enconragement, 
I fear, to clandestine and almost infantile abdnotions; 
the seeds of civility and true courtesy, so often discerni- 
ble in these yonng grafts (not othervriseto be accoanted 
for) plainly hint at some forced adoptions; many noble 
Rachels mourning for their ohildren, even in our days. 
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ooimteiiflnoe the fact; the tales of faiij^spiritiitg ma; 
flhadoir a lamentable veHty, sad the recovery of the 
young Montagn be bot & solitary instanoe of good for- 
tone oat of losny irreparable and hopeless i^Uationi. 

In one of the state-beda at Arandel Castle, a few 
years ahuM— ander a daoal canopy — (that seat of the 
Howards is an object of curiosity to visitors, chiefly for 
its beds, in which the late dnke was especially a con- 
Doisaenr) — encircled with onrt^ns of delicatest crimson, 
with starry coronets interwoven — folded between a piur 
of sheets whiter and softer than the lap where Yenns 
lulled Asoanina — was discovered by chance, after all meth- 
ods of search ha4 failed, at noonday, fast aalaep, a lost 
chimney-sweeper. The little creatnre, having somehow 
confounded his passage among the intricacies of those 
lordlyohjmueys,bysome unknown aperture had slighted 
npon this magniflcent chamber ; and, tired with hia tedi- 
one explorations, was nnahle to resist the deliciona in- 
vitement to repose which he there saw exhibited; so, 
creeping between the sheets v«ry quietly, laid his black 
head npon the pillow, and slept like a yonng Howard. 

Such is the account given ta tbe visitors at the Oostle. 
— Bat I cannot help seeming to perceive a oonflrmation 
of what I have just hinted at in this story. A high in- 
stinct was at work in the case, or I am mistaken. Is it 
probable that a poor child of that descriptitm, with what- 
ever weariness he might be visited, wonid have ventured, 
noder sach a penalty as he would be taught to expect, to 
uncover the sheets of a duke's bed, and deliberately to 
lay himself down between them, when the mg, or the 
carpet, presented an obvious couoh, still far above hia 
pretennons — is this probable, I would ask, if the great 
power of Nature, whieh I contend for, had not been 
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manifested witUn him, promptit^ to the advetitiire? 
Doabtlaas this yonng nobleman (for snch mj mind mis- 
gives me that he must be) was allured bj some memorj, 
not amoDQting to foil conscionsness, of his oondition in 
intano;, when he was used to be lapped b; his mother, 
or iiis nnrse, in jnat such sheets as he there found, into 
which he was now bnt creeping back as into his proper 
vtetmdbula, and resting-plaoe.—Bf no other theor; than 
by this lentdment of a preSiiBteDt state (as t roaj oaQ it), 
can I explain a deed so ventntons, and, indeed, npon any 
other sjstem so indecorous, in this tender, bat unseason- 
able, sleeper. 

ilj present friend, Jem Wmrs, was so impressed with 
a belief of metamorphoses like this freqnentl; taking 
place, that in some sort to reverse the wrongs of fortune 
in these poor changelings, he institnted an annaal feast 
of chinmej-sweepers, at which it was his pleasure to 
officiate as host and waiter. It was a solemn supper, 
held in Smith&eld, upon the yearly retam of the fair 
of St. Butholomow. Cards were issued a week before 
to the master-sweeps in and aboot the metropolis, con- 
finiag the invitation to their yonnger fry. Now and 
then an elderly stripling woald get in among, as, and be 
good-natnredly winked at; bat our main body were 
infantry. One nnfortnnate wight, indeed, who, relying 
npon lus dnsky salt, had intruded himself into oor 
party, bnt, by tokena, was providentially discovered in 
time to be no chimney-sweeper (all is not soot which 
looks so), was quoited ont of the presence with oni- 
versa! indignation, as not having on the wedding-gar- 
ment; bnt in general the greatest harmony prevailed. 
The place chosen was a convenient spot among the pens, 
at the north side of the fair, not so far distant as to be 
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impervious to tbe agreeable hnbbnb of that vaaitj; hut 
remote enough not to be obvioaa to the interruption 
of every- gaping spectator in it. The gaeata assembled 
about seTsn. In those tittle temporary partora three 
t&btee were apresd with napery, not so fine as sabstan- 
tial, and at every board a comelf hoateee preuded witli 
her pan of hiBsiiig sansBges. The nostrils of the yonng 
rogues dilated at the savor. Jamea White, oa head- 
vdter, had charge of the first table ; and myself, with 
Oar trnsty companion Bigod, ordinarily ministered to 
th6 other two. There was clsmbering and jostUng, j.oa 
may be sare, who shonldget at the first table — for Roah- 
ester, in bis maddest days, oonld not hare done the hu- 
mors of the soena with more spirit than my friend. 
After some general expreaaion of thanks for the honor 
the company hod done him, his inaagurol ceremony was 
to clasp the greasy waist of old Dame Ursnla (the fattest 
of the three), that stood frying and fretting, half-Messing, 
half-onrBing "the gentleman," and imprint npon her 
chaste lips a tender salute, whereat the nuiversal host 
would set up a shoot that tore the concave, while hun- 
dreds of grinning teeth startled the night with their 
brightness. Oh, it was a pleaanre to see the sable youn- 
kers liolc in the imotnoaH meat, with hU more nnctuous 
sayings — how he would fit the tit-bits to the puny 
months, reserving the lengthier links for the seutore — 
how he wonld intercept a morsel even in the jaws of 
some joang desperado, declaring it "must to the pan 
again to be browned, for it was not fit for a gentleman's 
eating" — how he wonld recommend this slice of white 
bread, or that piece of kisung-onist, toatender Jovenile, 
advising them all to have a oare of oraddng their teeth, 
which were their best patrimony — how genteelly he 



183 THE ES8AT8 OF SUA. 

would deaf aliont the Bmall ale, as if it were wine, nam- 
JDg the brewer, and protesting, if it were not good, he 
should lose their custom ; with a speoial recommenda- 
tion to wipe the lip before drinking. Then we had onr 
toasts— "The King"— "The Oloth "—which, whether 
thej nsderatood or not, was equally diverting and flat- 
tering; and, for a crowning sentiment, which never 
fbiled, "May the Brash sapereede the Laarel! " All 
these, and fifty other fancies, which were rather felt 
than comprehended by his gaeats, would he utter, staad- 
ing Dpon tables, and prefacing every sentiment with & 
" Gentlemen, ^ve me leave to propose so and so," which 
was a prodigioQS comfort to those young orphans ; every 
now and then staffing into his month (for it did not do 
to be sqaeamish on these oooasions) indiscriminate pieces 
of those reeking saosageH, which pleased them mightily, 
and was the eavoriest part, yon may believe, of the en- 
tertunment, 

" Golden lads and lasses must, 
Ab chimney-sweepers, coine to dust." — 

James White is «ztinot, and with him these snppers have 
long ceased. He carried away with him half the fan of 
the world when he died — of my world at least. His old 
clients look for him among the pens ; and, missing him, 
reproach the altered feast of St. Bartholomew, and the 
glory of Smitbfield departed forever. 
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A COMPLAINT OF THE DECAY OF BEGGARS 

d THX UBTBOPOUB. 

' The aU-Bweeping besom of sooietarian reformation — 
joQT ool; modern Alcidea's dab to rid the time of its 
abD8«s — IB nplift trith many-handed «w&y to extirpate 
the last fluttering tatters of the bagbear Mxhdioity from 
the metropolis. Scrips, wallets, bags — Btayes, dogs, and 
crat«bea — the whole mendicant fraternity, wiQi all their 
ba^age, are fast poating out of tbe pnrliens of this 
eleventh perseontion. From the crowded crossing, from 
the comers of streets and tarnings of alleys, tbe parting 
Genias of Beggary is " with sighing sent." 

I do not approve of this wholesale going to work, 
this impertinent cnuado, or bellum ad «xt«rmmatumem, 
problaimed against a epeoUa. Mnoh good might be 
sacked from theae beggars. 

They were the oldest and the honorablest form of 
panperism. Their appeals were to onr common nature; 
leas revolting to an ingeDioos mind than to be a anppliant 
to the particular humors or oaprioe of wij fellow-oreat- 
ore, or sA of fellow-oreatnrea, parochial or societarian. 
Th«irs were the tmly rates nninTidiona in the levy, tin- 
gradged in the assessment. 

There was a dignity springing from the very depth 
of their desolation; aa to be naked is to be eo macb 
nearer to the being a man, than to go in livery. 

The greatest spirits have felt this in their reverses ; 
and when Dionysios from king turned schoolmaster, do 
we feel anything toward Um bat oontompti ConM 
Yandyok have made a picture of him swaying a ferula 
for a sceptre which would have affected oor mindB with 
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the Bame h«roio pitj, the some composmonate admira' 
tioD, with which we regard hia BeliemiiB beting for an 
obolumt Would the moral have been more graoefiil, 
more pathetic ? 

The Blind Beggar iu the legend— the fJather of prettj 
Besaj — whose storf doggerel rhymes and alehonse signs 
oaimot so degrade or attenoate, bat that some sparks of 
a lustrous spirit will shine through the disgnisemente — 
this noble Earl of Oomwall (as indeed he was), and mem- 
orable sport of fortnne, fleeing horn the uqjoet sentence 
of his liege lord, stripped of all, and seated on the flower- 
ing green of Bethnal, with his more fresh and springing 
danghter by his side, illmnining hia rags and his beg- 
gary — wonld the child and parent have cat a better 
figure, doing, the honors of a counter, or expiating their 
fallen condition upon the three-foot eminence of some 
sempstering tfiop^hoardl 

In tale or history, your beggar is ever the Just an- 
tipode to yonr king. The poets and romandcal writers 
(as dear Margaret Newcastle would oaU tbem), when 
they wonld most sharply and feelingly punt a reverse 
of fortnne, never stop till they have bronght down 
their hero in good earnest to rags and the wallet. 
The depth of the descent ilinetrates the height he 
falls from. There is no medium which can be pre- 
sented to the Imagination without offense. There 
is no breaking the fall. Lear, thrown from hia palace, 
must diveat him of his garments, till he answer "mere 
nature ; " and Oresseid, fallen from a prince's love, must 
extend her pale arms, pale with other whiteness than of 
beauty, sapplioating lazar alms with bell and olap-dish. 

The Lnoian wits knew this very well ; and, with a 
converse polioy, when they would express aoi^n of great- 
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nesa withont the pltj, tbej show as an Alexander in the 
shades cobbling shoes, or a Semiramia getting up fonl 

How would it Bonnd ia song, that a great moaarcb 
bad declined bis affections npon the daughter of a baker] 
7et do we feel the imagination at all violated when we 
read the "trne ballad," where King Cophetna woos the 
b^^ar-maid i 

Panperism, panper, poor man, are eipresaions of pitj, 
bat pity ollojed with contempt No one properlj con- 
temns a beggar. Fovertj is a comparative thing, and 
each degree of it is mocked by its " neighbor grieo." Its 
poor-rents and comicgs-in are soon snninied op and told. 
Its pretenses to property are almost ladicroas. Its piti- 
ful attempts to save excite a smile. Every scornful com- 
pialon can weigh bis trifle-bigger pnrse against it. Poor 
man reproaches poor man in the streets with impolitic 
mention of bis condition, his own being a shade better, 
while tbe rich pass by and jeer at both. No rascally 
oomparative insults a Beggar, or thinks of wdghing 
parses with Um. He is not in the scale of comparison. 
Ho b not ander the measure of property. He confess 
ediy hath none, any more than a dog or a sheep. No one 
twittetb him with ostentation above his means. No (me 
accuses him of pride, or apbraid^th him with mock hu- 
mility. None jostle with Hm for the wall, or pick qoar- 
rels for precedency. No wealthy neighbor seeketh to 
qject him f rombis tenement. No man sues him. No man 
goes to law with him. If I were not the iodependent 
gentleman that I am, rather than I would be a retainer 
to the great, a led captain, or a poor relation, I woald 
oboose, oat of the d^oaoy and true greatness of my 
mind, to be a Beggar. 
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Bogs, whioh are the reprosoh of poverty, are the 
Beggar's robes, and graoefnl tnm^M of his professioD, 
his tenure, hie foil dress, the suit in which he ia expect- 
ed to show himself ia pnblio. He is never out of the 
fashion, or limpeth awkwardly behind it. He is not re- 
quired to pnt on ooort mooming. He weareth all ootors, 
fearing none. His costume hath undergone less change 
than ibe Quaker's. He b the onlj man in the nnlrerse 
who is not obliged to study appearances. The aps and 
downs of the world concern him no longer. He alone 
continaeth in one stay. The price of stock or land af- 
feoteth him not. the Saotoatlons of agrlonltnral or com- 
mercial prosperity touch him not, or at worst but change 
hisoDstomers, He is not expected to become bail or sore- 
ty for any one. No man troableth him with qneetioning 
hb religion or politics. He ts the only free man in the 
universe. 

The Mendicants of this great city were so many of 
her sights, her lions. I can no more spare them than I 
conld the Ories of London. No comer of a street is 
complete withoot them. They are as indispensable as 
the Ballad-Singer ; and in their picturesque attire as or- 
namental as the mgns of old London. They were the 
standing morals, emblems, mementoes, dial-mottos, the 
spital sermons, the books for children, the salutary 
oheok and pauses to the high and rushing tide of greasy 
citizenry — 

—"Look 
Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there." 

Above all, those old blind Tobits that nsed to line the 
wall of Linooln's-Inn Garden, before modem fastidious- 
ness had expelled them, casting up their ruined oiba to 
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oatch a ray of pity, and (if possible) of light, with their 
faithful Dog Qnide at their feet — whither are the; fledt 
oriato what comers, blind as themselves, have they been 
driren, out of the wholesome air and sim-warmth i Im- 
mersed between fonr walls, in what withering poor- 
hoase do the; eadare the penalty of double darkneaa, 
where the chink of the dropped half-penny no more con- 
soles their forlorn bereaTement, far from the sonnd of 
the cheerfnl and hope-stirring tread of the passenger! 
Where hang their naeleBs staves! and who will farm 
their dogs! — Have the overseers of St. L— caused them 
to be shot? or were they tied np in sacks, and dropped • 
into the Thames, at the snggestion of B — , the mild rec- 
tor of B ! 

Well fare the eonl of nnfastidions YinoeDt Bonme, 
most olasidcal, and, at the same time, most English of the 
Latinistal — who has treated of this human and qoadm- 
pedal alliance, this dog and man friendship, in the sweet- 
est of his poems, the ^itapAium ia Ganem, or DogU 
li^itaph. Header, peruse it ; and say, if customary nghts, 
which wonld call up snob gentle poetry as this, were of a 
nature to domoreharmorgood tothe moral sense of the 
passengers throngh the daily thorough&res of a vast and 
basy metropolis : 

" Pauperis hie Iri reqaiesco Lyeiscus, herills, 
Sum lid, tutela vi^ columenque senects, 
Dux CKCO fidus : oec, me ducente, solebst, 
Prat«nBo hlnc atque hina bacnlo, per tniqua looorum 
Incertam explorsre vism ; sed fila secutus, 
Q<ue dubios r^erent, passHs, veetigis tuta 
Fiiit inoltenso gressu ; gelidumqne sedile 
In nndo nactus saio, qnft p?aitereiiiitiiun 
TJnda frequens con6aiit, ibi miserisque tenebras 
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I^unentis, nocbnnqae ocuUb plorBvit □bortam. 
Floravit nac fnistrtt ; obolum dcdit alter et alter, 
Quels oordk et mentcm indiderat natunt benlgaanu 
Ad latus interea Jacui sopitua herile, 
Vel medUs vi^l iu somniB ; ad berilia jusaa 
Aniesque atque animimi airectus, aeu frusCuIa amicb 
Porreiit Bodasque dapes, eeu ionga diei 
Tndia perpessna, teditum aub node parabat, 
HI moren, hiec Tita f uit, dum fata ^uebaitt, 
Sdia neqne lauguebam morbis, nee inerte senecU ; 
QuK tandein obrepdl, veterique satellite crocum 
Orbavit doidnnm : prisoi Bed gratia facti 
Nc tota intereat, longOB delecta per annos, 
Bxig;uum hunc Irus tumalam de cep^pite teat, 
Etsi iuopia, noo ingratte, munuacula dextne; 
Carmine rignavitque brevi, dominiuDqiie canemque 
Quod tnemoret, fidnnque canem dominumque benigDum." 

"Poor Iiuh' faithful wolf-dog here I He, 
That wont to tend my old blind maaler'a Eteps, 
Hla guide and guard : nor, while taj Berrke lasted 
Had he occasion for that staff, with whi^ 
He new goea picking <mt his pa^ in fear 
Orer tbe bi^wajs and croB^nga ; bat would plant. 
Safe in tbe conduct of taj friendlf string, 
A firm foot forward Btill, till he had reached 
HiB poor eeat on eone atone, nigh nbere tbe tid« 
Of pasaen-by in thickest confluence flowed ; 
To whom with loud and pasaioaate Itunenta 
From mom to ere his dark estate he wailed. 
Nor wailed to all in vahi ; sorae here and thei«, 
Tbe well-dispoBed and good, tbelr pennies gave. 
t meantime at bis feet obsequioos slept ; 
Hot all-asleep in sleep, but heart and ear 
Pricked up at bis least motion ; to recelTe 



Cnoylt^ 



COMPLAINT OF THE DECAY OF BEGGARS. 189 

At big kind hand m; customaiy crumbs, 

And common portion in bis feast of soraps; 

Or when nigbt warned us homevard, tired and Bpeut 

Witb onr long da; and tedious beggaiy. 

Tliese were m; manners, this my way of lite, 
Till age and slow diseasG me overlook, 
And severed from my ^htlefls master's side. 
But lest the grace of so good deeds should die, 
Through Icftctof years in mute oblivion lost, 
This slender tomb of turf bath Inis reared. 
Cheap monument of no ungrudging hand, 
And with short verse ioscribed it, to attest, 
la loi^ and lasting union to attest. 
The virtues of tbe Be^ar and his Dog." 

These dim ejea have in vain explored for some 
months past s, well-known figure, or part of the flgnre 
of a man, who used to glide hia comely npper half over 
the pavements of London, wheeling along wilb most in- 
genioDB celerity upon a maahine of wood ; a qteotaole to 
natives, to foreigners, and to children. He was of a ro- 
boBt make, with a florid, aailor-like complexion, and his 
head was bare to the storm and sonshine. He waa a 
natural cnrio^ty, a apecniation to the soientifio, a prodi- 
gy to the aimple. The infant would stare at the mighty 
man brought down to his own level. The common crip- 
ple would despise his own pnsillanimity, viewing the 
hale stontnesi, and heartj heart, of this half-limbed gi- 
ant. Few bnt must have noticed him; for the accident, 
which broaght him low, took place during the riots of 
1780, and be has been a groundling so long. He seemed 
^arth-bom, an Antnus, and to sock in fresh vigor from 
the soil which he neighbored. He was a grand frag- 
ment ; as good as an Elgin marble. The nature, which 
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shonld have reomlted hu reft legs and tliigliB, wai not 
lost, bat only retired into his upper porta, and he was 
hfllf B ^eroolea. I heard a tremeodoas roice thundering 
and growling, as before an eartbqoake, and casting down 
mj eyea, it was Uua mandrake reviling a steed that had 
started at his portentous appearance. He seemed to 
want bat bis jost stature to have rent the cdCeoding quad- - 
raped in shivers. He was as the man-part of a oentanr, 
from which the horse-half had been cloven in some dire 
Lapithan oontroversy. He moved on, aa if he could 
have made shift with yet half of &e body portion wMoh 
was left him.' Th« o* tuitimt was not wanting; and he 
threw out yet ajollyconntenanoe upon the heavens. For- 
tj-and-two yean had he driven thia out-of-door trade, and 
now that his hair is grizzled in the service, but hb good 
spirits no way impured, beoausa he is not content to 
exchange his free air and exercise for the restraints <d a 
poor-house, he is expiating hie oontamaoj in one of those 
booses (ironically christened) of Oorrection, 

Waa a dally spectacle like this to be deemed a nai- 
sanoe, which called for legal interferenoe to remove? or 
not rather a salutary and a touching object, to the pass- 
ers-by in a great city) Among her shows, ber muaeums, 
and supplies for ever-gaping curiosity (and what else but 
an sccnmnlation of sights-'endleBB sights — u a great 
dty; or for what else is it desirable?) was there not 
room for one Lutiu (not Natwa, indeed, bat) Aeeidtn- 
tiuffl f What if^ in forty-and-two years' going about, the 
man had scraped together euoagh to give a portion to 
his child (as the rumor ran), of a few hundreds— whom 
had he injured f — ^whom had he imposed upon I Thg 
contributors had eqjoyed their tiifht tot their pennies. 
What if after being exposed all day to the heats, the runs. 
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and the froata of heaven — shafSing hia iiDgaiDl3r trnnk 
along in an elaborate and paiufnl motion — he wea ena< 
bled to retire at night to eqjoy himself ata olob of hia 
fellow-cripplea over a dish of hot meat and v^^tables, 
08 the charge was gravelj brought against him hj a oler- 
gyraan deponng before a Honse of Commona' Oominit- 
tee — was thii, or was hia truly paternal oonsideration, 
which (if a fact) deserved a atatae rather than a whip- 
ping-poat, and is inoonaiatent at least with the exaggera- 
tion of noctnrnal orgies which be has been slandered 
with — a reason that he ahoold be deprived of hia chosen, 
hannleaa, nay edifying, way of life, and be committed in 
hoary age for a etardy vagabond I— 

There was a Toriok once, whom it wonid not have 
shamed to have sate down at the cripples' feast, and to 
have thrown in hia benediction, ay, and bis mite, too, 
for a companionable symbol. " Age, then hast lost thy 

Half of these stories abont the prodigious fortonea 
made by begging are (I verily believe) misers' oalnmniea. 
One was mnoh talked of in the pablio papers some time 
since, and the nsnal charitable inferences dednoed. A 
clerk in the Bank was anrprised with the annomioement 
of a fire-hnndred-ponnd legaey left bim by a person 
whose name he waa a stranger to. It seems that in bia 
daily morning walka from Peokham (or acme village 
thereabonta), where he lived, to his office, it had been hia 
practice for the last twenty years to drop his halfpenny 
dniy into the hat of aome blind Bartimens, that sate beg- 
ging alma by the wayaide in the Borongb. The good 
old beggar reoognized his daily benefactor by the roloe 
only; and, when he died, left all the amaaainga of hia 
alma (that had been half a oentnry, perha{)B, in the aeon- 
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moladng) to his old Bank friend. Was this a atorj to 
puree op people's hearts, alod peDoies, against giving an 
alma to the blind ?— or not rather a beautiful moral of 
weQ-directed oharitj on the one part, and noble grati- 
tade npon the other. 

I sometimes wish I had been that 6an]c-«lerk. 
I seem 'to remember a poor, old, gratefol Und of 
crestDre, blinking, and looking up with bis no eyea in 
the son- 
Is it possible I oonld hare steeled ni;^ pmve against 
him? 

Perhaps I had no small change. 
Reader, do not be frightened at the hard words, im- 
position, imposture— pttw, (md Mh no gtuUioM. Osst 
thf bread npon the waters. Borne have, unawares (like 
this Bank-olerk), entertained angels. 

Shot not tb7 pnree-strings slways against painted dis- 
tress. Act a obaritf sometimes. When a poor creat- 
ure (oatwardt; and visiblf socb) oomes before thee, do 
not stay to inquire whether the "seven small chfldren," 
in whose name he implores tbj assistance, have a veri' 
table existenoe. Rake not into the bowels of unwel- 
come tmth, to save a halfpennj. It is good to bdieve 
him. If be be not all that he pret^ideth, giw, and 
under a personate father of a family, think (if thon 
pleasest) that thou hast relieved an indigent bachelor. 
When they oome with their counterfeit looks, and mump- 
ing tones, think them plajera. Yon pa? yonr moner to 
see a comedian feign these things, which, concerning 
these poor people, thon canst not oertfunlf tell whether 
they are feigned or not. 
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A DISSERTATION UPON EOAST-PIG. 

Makxihd, eayg a ChineM mannsoript, which mj 
frieDd M. was obli^g eaongh to read and explain to 
me, for the first seventf thousand ages ate their meat 
raw, clawing or hiting it from the liTing auimal, just 
as the; do in Abrsainia to this daj. This period is not 
obsourelj hinted at by their great Confncins in the sec- 
ond chapter of hia " Mnndane Uatations," where he des- 
ignatea a kind of golden age bj the term Cho-fang, lit- 
erally the Cooks' Holiday. The mannsoript goes on to 
say that the art of roasting, or rather broiling (which I 
tiUce to be the elder brother) was accidentally discovered 
in the manner following: The swineherd, Ho-ti, having 
gone ont into the woods one morning, as his ntanaer 
was, to collect maat for his hogs, left his cottage in the 
care of his eldest eon, Bo-bo, a great, lubberly boy, 
who, being fond of playing with fire, as younkera of his 
&g« commonly are, let some sparks escape into a bundle 
of straw, which, kindling qniokly, spread the conflagra- 
tion over every part of thdr poor manuon, till it was 
reduced to ashes. Together with the cottage (a sorry, 
antediluvian, makeshift of a building, you may think it), 
what was of much more importance, a fine litter of new- 
farrowed pigs, no leas than nine in number, perished. 
China pigs have been esteemed a Injury all over tbe 
East, from the remotest periods that we read of. Bo-bo 
was in the utmost consternation, as yon may think, not 
so much for the sake of the tenement, which bis father 
and he could easily build np again with a few dry 
branohee, and the labor of an hour or two, at any time, 
as for the loss of the pigs. While he was thinking 
13 
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what h« shodld sa; to bi> father, and vrin^Dg hia hands 
over Ute amokiDg ramnanU of one of thoae nntimelf 
enfferers, an odor asauled hia nostrils, nulike aoj scent 
which he had before experienced. What oonld it pro- 
ceed from t — not from tho homed cottage — he had smelt 
that smell hef ore — indeed, this was b; no means the first 
accident of the kind which had ooooired through the 
negligence of thla nnlnckj yoimg flre-brtuid. Unch less 
did it resemble that of an; known herb, weed, or flower. 
A premonitorj moistaung at the same time overflowed 
hia netber lip. He knew not what to think. He next 
stooped down to feel the pig, if there were anj signa of 
life in iL He bomed his fiogers, and to cool them he 
applied them in his booh; fashion to his month. Some 
of the ommba of the scorched skin had come awaj with 
his fingers, and for the first time in bis life Cm the 
world's life, indeed, for before him no man had known 
it) he tasted— orocitltn? / Ag^n he felt and fnmbled at 
tile pig. It did not bnrn him so mnoh now, still he 
licked his fingers from a sort of habit The tmtb at 
length broke into his slow understanding that it was the 
pig that smelt so, and the pig that tasted so delicions ; 
and surrendering himself np to the new-born pleasure, 
he fell to tearing np whole handftds (tf the sconced i^n 
with the fiesh next it, and was cramming it down hia 
throat in his beastly fashion, when his sire entered amid 
the smoking rafters, armed witb retribntory cudgel, and 
finding how affairs stood, began to rain blows opoa the 
yooug rogue's shoulders, as thick as hailstones, which 
Bo-bo heeded not any more than if they had been flies. 
The tickling pleasure, which be experienced io big lower 
regions, had rendered him quite callous to any inoon- 
B he might feel in those remote quarters. Ss 
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father might laj on, bot he could not beat him from bis 
pig, till be bad fairly made an end of it, when, becoming 
a little more seneible of hia situation, something like the 
following dialogue enened : 

" Ton graoeleaa wbelp, what bave you got there de- 
Tonringf Ib it not enough that yon have burned me 
down three houses with your dog's tricks, and be banged 
to yon ! bat yon must be eating fire, and I know not 
what — what bave you got there, I say t " 

" fatber, the pig, the pig! do come and taste how 
nice the burnt pig eate I " 

The ears of Ho-ti tingled with horror. He curBed 
his son, and be onreed bimaelf that ever he abonld beget 
a son that shoold eat bnmt pig. - 

Bo'ho, whose scent was wonderfnDy sharpened since 
morning, soon raked out another pig, and fairly rending 
it aaander, thrust the leaser half by main force into the 
fiats of Ho-ti, still sbonting out, "Eat, eat, eat the hnmt 
pig, father, only taste — Lord 1 " — with snch-like bar- 
barons ^acnlations, cramming alltbe while as if be would 

Ho-ti trembled every joint while he grasped the 
abonitaable thing, wavering whether he shoold not pat 
hb son to death for an nnnatnral yonng monster, when 
the crackling scorching hia fingers, as it had done lus 
son's, and applying the same remedy to them, he in hia 
turn tasted some of iti fiavor, which, make what sonr 
months he would for pretense, proved not altogether 
displeasing to him. In coDcloslon (for the mannscript 
here is a little tediona) both father and son fairly set 
down to the roeaa, and never left off till they bad dis- 
patched all that remuned of the litter. 

Bo-bo was strictly enjoined not to let the secret es- 
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o^M, lor tbe neighbors would certain); hftve stoned 
them for b coaple of abominable wretches, who could 
think of improving npon the good meat which God had 
sent them. Nevertheless, strange stories got ^ont. It 
was observed that Ho-ti'a cottage was bnmt down now 
more fteqnenttj than ever. Nothing bnt fires from this 
time forward. Some woold break ont in broad day, 
others in the night-time. As often as the sow farrowed, 
so snre was the hooie of Eo-ti to be in a blaze ; and 
Ho-ti himself which waa the more remarkable, instead 
of ohaatising his son, seemed to grow more indulgent to 
him than ever. At length they were watched, the terri- 
rible mystery discovered, and father and son sommoned 
to take their trial at Peking, tlien an inoonsiderahle assize 
town. Evidence was given, the obnoxious food itself 
prodnoed in court, and. verdict about to.be pronounced, 
when the foreman of the jary begged that some of the 
bniTit pig, of which tlie cntprits stood aconsed, might be 
handed into the t>ax. He handled it, and they all han- 
dled it ; and banning thdr fingers, as Bo-bo and his father 
had done before them, and Natnre prompting to each of 
them the same remedy, against the face of all the facts, 
and the dearest charge which Jndge bad ever given—to 
the sorprise of the whole court, townsfolk, strangers, 
reporters, and eH present — without leaving the box, or 
any manner of consultation whatever, they brought in a 
dmnltaneons verdict of Not OuiJtj. 

The Jndge, who was a shrewd fellow, winked sb the 
manifest iniquity of the decision : and when the conrt 
was dismissed, went privily, and bought up all the piga 
that could be liad for love or money. In a few days his 
Lordship's town-house was observed to be on fire. The 
thing took wiag, and now there was nothing to be seen 
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but fire in ever; direction. Fnel and pigs grew enor- 
mocalj dear all over the diBtrJoL The inaomnoe-officeB 
one and all ehnt up shop. People built slighter and 
Blighter every day, until it was feared that the rery bci- 
enoe of arcliiteotiire would, in no long time, be lost to 
tbe world. Thus this onstom of firing houses oontinned, 
till in process of time, lays my manTiscript, a sage aroae, 
like onr Locke, who made a discovery, that the flesh of 
swine, or Indeed, of any otber animal, ndght be cooked 
{htmt, M they called it) withont the neoeesity of con- 
snming a whole honae to dreaa it. Then firet began the 
rode form of a gridiron. Boasting by the string or spit 
came in a centnTy or two later, t forget in whose dynasty. 
By sDoh slow degrees, conclndes the mimascript, do the 
most nsefU, and seemingly the most obvions arts, make 
their way among mankind. — 

'Without placing too implicit faith in the aoconnt 
above given, it most be agreed that, if a worthy pretext 
for so dangerous an experiment as setting houses on fire 
(especially In these days) could be assigned In favor of 
any culinary object, that pretext and excuse might he 
found in BOAST-pio. 

Of all the delioadea in tlie whole mttndiu eiibilit, I 
will maintain it to be the most delicate— jiHneepi o^m- 

I speak not of yonr grown porkers — things between 
pig and pork — those hobbydehoys — but a yoong and ten- 
der snokting— under.a moon old — gniltlese, as yet, of the 
sty — with no original speok of the amorimmuTiditimytho 
hereditary failing of the first parent, yet manifest — his 
voice, as yet, not broken, but something between a 
childish treble and a grumble— the mild forenmner, or 
prmludiiim of a gmnt. 

I :„i- J ,C(.K>tjl>J 
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Be DHMt 6t Twuted. I am not ignorant that our xa- 
cestoro ate them eeethed, or boiled — hnt wbti, a sacrifice 
of the ezt«rior tegnmenti 

There ia no flavor comparable, I will contend, to that 
of the crisp, tawnj, well-watched, not over-roastod, 
eraekling, as it Ib well called — the very teeth are invited 
to Uieir share of the pleasnre at this banquet in over- 
ooming the ooy, brittle reBiBtance — with the adheEdre 
oleaginons— oh, call it not fat t but an indefinable swe«t- 
nesB growing up to it — the tender blossoming of fat — 
fftt cropped in the bnd— taken in the ahoot— in the first 
innooanoe — the cream and qnintesBence of the child-pig's 

yet pnre food the lean, no lean, bat a kind of animal 

toanna— or rather, fat and lean (if it mnst be so) so 
blended and Tonning into each otbw, that both together 
make bnt one ambrosian result, or common sabstance. 

Behold him, while he is "doing" — it BeemeQi rather 
a refreshing warmth, than a aoorohing beat, that he is so 
passive to. How equably he twirleth rotmd the string 1 
— Now he is just done. To see the extreme senaibilitf 
of that tender age I he bath wept ont his prettj eyes — 
radiant jellies — shooting-stars. — 

See him in the dish, his second cradle, how meek be 
lieth t — wooldst thon have had this innocent grow up to 
the groBsneBS and indocility which too often acoompany 
matnrer swinehood t Ten to one he would have proved 
a glnttoD, a sloven, an obstinate, disagreeable animal — 
wallowing in all manner of filthy conversation — from 
these sins he is b^pily snatched away — 

"Eie sin could blight or soiroir fade; 
Death came with timely care-—" 

His memory is odoriferons — no clown cnrsoth, while bis 
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Btomaoli half r^actetb, the rank bacon — no coal-heBver 
bolteth him in reeking ssasages — ha hath & &ir sepnlobre 
i n the gratefnl atomach of the jndicions epionra— and for 
sach a tomb might be content to die. 

He Ib Qie best of sapors. Pineapple is great. She is, 
indeed, almost too tranBoendent — a delight, if not sinfhl, 
yet so like to tinning that reallj a tender-oonsoienoed 
person Tonld do well to pause — too ravishing for mortal 
taate, she woondeth and eicomteth the lips that approach 
her — like lorers' kisses, she biteth — she is a pleaanre bor- 
dering on pun from the fierceness and insanitj of her 
relisb — bat she stoppeth at the palate — she meddleth not 
with the appelate — and the coarsest hunger might barter 
her consistently for a mutton-chop. 

Pig — let me speak his prwse — is no less provocative 
of the appetite, than he is satisfactory to tiie criticalness 
of the oensorioQS palate. The strong man may batten on 
him, and the weakling ref oseth not his mild juices. 

Unlike to mankind's mixed characters, a handle of 
virtues and vices, inexplicably intertwisted, and not to 
be unraveled without hazard, he is— good throughout. 
No part of him is better or worse than another. He 
helpeth, as far as his httle meant extend, all around. 
He is the least envious of banquets. He is all neighbors' 
Care. 

I am one of those who freely and nngmdgingly im- 
part a share of the good things oE this life which &11 to 
tktAi lot (few as mine are in this kind) to a friend. I 
protest I take as great an interest in my friend's pleas- 
ures, hia relishes, and proper satisfactioDS, as in mine 
own. " Presents," I often say, " endear Absents." 
Hares, pheasants, partridges, snipes, bam-door chickens 
(those "tame villatdo fowl"), capons, plovers, brawn, 
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barrels of oyiten, I dispense as freely sa I receive them. 
I iove to teate tben, sa It were, apon the tongue of taj 
Mend. But & eb^ most be put somewhere. One would 
not, like Lear, "give everTthiag." I nuke m; etand 
ap<Hi pig. Uethinks it is An ingratitnde to the Giver of 
kU good flavon, to eztra-domiciliate, or suLd out of the 
house, elightinglr (nnder pretext of friendslup, or I know- 
not what], a bleasing so particnlarlf adapted, prede^ 
tined, I m^ say, to my individaal palate. It argaes an 
insennbility. 

I remembw a toneh of consoienoe in this kind tt 
■ohooL Mj good old aunt, who never parted from me 
at the end of a holiday witbont staffing a sweetmeat, or 
soma nice thing, into my pooket, had dJamiaaed me one 
evening with a smoking plom-cake, freeb from tbe oven. 
In my way to scbool (it was over London bridge) a gray- 
headed old bcf^ar sainted me (I have no doabt, ai this 
time of day, that be was a eonnterfeit). I bed no pence 
to console him with, and in the vanity of self-denial, and 
tlie very coxcombry of charity, schoolboy-like, I made 
liim a present of— Uie vbole cake I I walked on a liUle, 
baoyed np, as one is on such oceariona, with a sweet 
soothing of setf-aatiBfaotion ; bat before I had got to the 
end of the bridge, my better feeUngs retamed, and I 
burst into tears, thinking bow ungrateful I had been to 
my good aunt, to go and ^ve her good gift away to a 
atranger that I had never seen before, and who might be 
a bad man for anght I knew ; and then I thought of tbe 
pleasure my annt would be taking in thinking that I — I 
myself, and not another — would eat her nice cake — and 
what should I say to her the next time I saw her — bonr 
naughty I was to part with her pretty present I — and tha 
odor of that spicy cake oame back upon my reoolleotion, 
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aQ<l the pleasare and the cnrioaitj I bad tt^en in sedng 
her make it, and her joj when she hod sent it to the 
oven, and how diiappointed she wonld foel that I bwl 
sever had a bit of it in mj month at last — and I blamed 
mj impertinent apirit of alms-pving, and oat-of-placo 
b;pocriii}' of goodness ; and above all I wished never to 
see tbe face again of that insidions, good-for-nothiog, old 
gray Impoetor. 

Onr ancestors were nice In their method of sacrificing 
these tender victims. We read of pigs whipped to death 
with something of a shock, as we bear of anj other obso- 
lete onetom. Tbe age of discipUne is gone by, or it 
wonld tie curious to inqaira (in a philosophtoal light 
merelj) what effect this process might have toward in- 
tenerating and doloifying a substanoe natorally bo mild 
and daloet as the flestk of yonng pigs. It looks like re- 
fining a violet Yet we ^onld be oantions, while we 
condemn tbe inbnmanitj, how we oananre the wisdom 
of tbe practioe. It might impart a gnato. 

I remember an hypothesis, argned upon hj tbe yonng 
stadents, when I was U St. Omer's, and muntained with 
mncb learning and pleasantry on both ndes, " Whether, 
supposing that the flavor of a pig vho obtained his death 
by whipping (pw floffffeUationem ertremam) superadded 
a pleamre npon the palate of a man more intense than 
any posmble suffering we can conceive in tbe animal, is 
man justiSed In asing that method of potting tbe animal 
to death ! " I forget the decision. 

His sauce shonld be considered. Decidedly, a few 
bread-onunbs, done up with hia liver and brains, and a 
dash of mild sage. But, banish, dear Mrs. Oook, I bc- 
sBooh yon, the whole onion tribe. Barbeone your whole 
hogs to yonr palate, steep them in sbalots, staff them out 
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with plantations of the rank and gailtjr garlic ; yoa can- 
not poison them, or make them stronger than they are — 
bat coQsideT, he u a weakling — a flower. 



A BACHELOR'S COMPLAINT OP THE BEHAV- 
IOR OF MARRIED PEOPLE. 

Ab a single man, I hare spent a good deal of my time 
in noting down the inflnnities of Uarried People, to con- 
sde myself for those superior pleasures which they tell 
me I have lost hy remaining as I am. 

I cannot say that the quarrels of men and their wivea 
OTer made any great impression upon me, or had nnoh 
tendency to strengthen me in those anti-social resdntions 
which I took up l<»ig ago npon more enbstanti&l oonsid- 
erotions. What oftenest ofi^da me at the houses of 
married persons where I visit, is an error of qidte a dif- 
ferent description — it is that they are too loving. 

Not too loviog neither: that does not explain my 
meaning. Besides, why should that offend met The 
very act of separating Utemselves from the reet of the 
world, to have the fiiller enjoyment of eaoh other's so- 
ciety, implies that they prefer one another to all t^e 

Bnt what I compltdn of is, that they cany this pref- 
ercDce so □ndisgnisedly, they perk it up Jn the faces of 
ns single people so shamelessly, yon cannot be in their 
company a moment withont being made to feel, by some 
indirect hint, or open avowal, that j/au are not the ob- 
ject of this preference. Now there are some things 
which give no offenso, while implied or taken for granted 
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tnerol;; bat expressed, there it much oSense !□ them. 
If a man were to accost the flrat homel^-fefttured or 
plain-dressed joai^ ffomaa of his fLoqaaintanoe, and tell 
her blontly that she was not haodsome or rich enoQgh 
for him, and he oonld not marry her, he would deserve 
to be kicked for his ill manners ; yet no less is implied in 
the fact that, having acoass and opportunity of patting 
the qnesljon to her, he has never yet thought fit to do it. 
The yonng woman nnderstoads thie aa clearly u if it 
were pnt into words ; but no reasonable young woman 
woald think of making this the ground of a qoarre], 
Jnst as little right have a marri«d couple to tell me by 
speeches, and looks that are soaroe less plain than speeohr 
es, tliat I am not the happy man — the lady's choice. It 
is enongb that I know I am not; I do not want this 
perpetual reminding. 

The display of superior knowledge or riches may be 
made snffidentty mortifying; bat these admit of a pal- 
liadve. The knowledge which is brought out to insnlt 
me, may accidentally improve me ; and in the rich man's 
honses and pictores — liis parks and gardens, I have a tem- 
porary nsafTuot at least. Bat the display of married 
happiness baa none of these paUiatives; it is thronghoat 
pore, nnreoompensed, anqaalifiad insnlL 

Marriage, by its best title, is a monopoly, and not of 
the least invidious sort. It b the conning of most pos- 
sessors of any exclasive priirilego to keep their advan- 
tage as much ont of sight as pos^ble, that their loss 
favored neighbors, seeing little of the benefit, may the 
less be disposed to question the right. Bat these mar- 
ried monopolists throst the most obnoiioaa part of their 
patent into oar faces. 

Nothing is to me more distastefol than that entire 
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compUceni^ and satisfaction which bewn in the connto- 
nsQcea of & new-married conple — in that of the ladj, 
partJcnlarl^ : it tella 70a that her lot ta diapoaed of in 
thia world; that you can have no hopes of her. It ia 
tme, I have none; nor wishes either, perhaps; hut this 
ia one of those trnths which onght, as I Mud before, to 
be taken for granted, not expressed. 

The excessive airs which those people give themeelvefl, 
foonded on the ignorance of ui nnniarried people, wonld 
be raore offensive if thej were less irrational. "We will 
allow them to understand the mjateries belonging to 
their own craft better than we, who have not had the 
happiness to be made free of the company; but their 
arrogance is not Content within these limits. If a ringle 
person presome to oSerbis opinion in their presence, 
thongh apon the most indifferent sabject, he is immedi- 
ately silenced as an incompetent person. Nay, a yonng 
married lady of my acqcuotanoe, who, the best of the 
jest was, had not changed her condition above a fortnight 
before, in a qnestion on which I had the miEfortnne to 
differ from her, respecting the properest mode of breed- 
ing oysters for the London market, had the assaranoe to 
ask, with a sneer, how sneh an old Bachelor as I oonld 
pretend to know anything ahont snoh matters) 

Bnt what I have spoken of hitherto is nothing to the 
^rs which these creatnrea give themsalTea when they 
come, OS they generally do, to have children. "When I 
consider how little of a rarity children are— that every 
street and blind-alley swanns with them — that the poor- 
est people commonly have them in most abundance — 
that there are few marriages that are not blessed with at 
least one of these bargains — how often they turn out ill, 
and defeat the fond hopes of their parents, taking to 
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vidooa oonraes, which end in porerty, disgrace, the gal- 
lows, eto. — I cannot for mj life tell what canse for pride 
there can possibly be in having them. If they were 
yonng ph<sniieB, indaad, that were bom bnt one in a 
year, there might be a pretext Bnt when tbej are so 



I do not advert to the iosolent merit which they as- 
some with thrar hnabonds on theae oocafdons. Let them 
look to that. But why im, who are not their natural- 
born sahjects, should be expected to bring onr spioes, 
myrrh, and incense— onr tribute and homage of admira- 
tion — I do not see. 

"Like as the arrows in tbe hand of the ^ant even so 
are the young children;" so says the excellent office in 
our Prayer-1>ook appointed for the ohurohing of women. 
" Happy is the man that hath his qniver full of them ; " 
so say I; but then don't let him discharge his quiver 
upon us that are weaponless — let them be arrows, bnt 
not to gall and stick as. I have generally observed that 
these arrows are double-headed ; they have two forks, to 
be sure to hit with one or the otiier. As, for instance, 
where joa come into a boase which is foil of children, 
if you happen to take no notice of them (you are think- 
ing of something dse, perhaps, and turn a deaf ear to 
th«r innocent caresses), you are set down as ontraotable, 
morose, a hater of children. On the other hand, if you 
find them more than nsuall; enga^g— if you are taken 
with their pretty manners, and set abont in earnest to 
romp and play with them, some pretext or other is sore 
to be fonnd for sending them out of the room: they are 
too noisy or boisterous, or Mr. does not like chil- 
dren. With one or other of these forks the arrow is 
sure to hit yon. 

Ca.l:;:iMCiOOtjl>J 
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I oonld forgive thwr jesIooBj, and dispense with taj- 
ing with tlieir brats, if it gives them auj pain ; bat I 
think it nnreaaonftble to b« called upon to lovt them, 
when I see no oooadon — to love a whole family, per- 
h^M, eight, nine, or ten, indiscriminatelj — to love all the 
pretty dears, beoatiae obildren are bo engaging! 

I know tiiereia a proverb, "Love mo, love my dog;" 
that is not always so very praotioable, partioolarly if tho 
dog be set npOD yon to tease yon or snap at yon in sport. 
Bat a dog, or a lesser thing— any inanimate snbstance, as 
a keepsake, a watch, or e ring, a tree, or the place where 
we last parted when my friend went aw^ upon a long 
absence, I cao make eUft to love, beoanse I love hitn, 
and anything that reminds me of him ; provided it be in 
its nature indifferent, and apt to receive whatever hue 
fancy can give it Bnt children have a real character, 
and aa essential being of themaelvas ; they are amiable 
or onamiable per *e; I mnst love or hate them as I see 
oaase for ^ther in their qaalitiee. A child's natare is too 
serions a thing to admit of its being regarded as a mere 
appendage to another b^ng, and to be loved or hated 
aocordingly ; they stand with me npon their own stock, 
as mnoh as men and women do. Oh 1 but yon will say, 
sure it is an attractive age— 4here is something in the 
tender age of infancy that of itseU charms as I That is 
the very reason why I am more nice about them. I 
know that a sweet child is the sweetest thing in Natare, 
not even exceptdng the delieate creatures which bear 
them ; bat the prettier the kind of thing is, the more 
deeirable it is that it ehoald be pretty of its kind. Ono 
daisy differs not mnoh from another in glory; bnt a vio- 
let should look and smell the daintdest. — I was always 
rather squeamish in my women and children. 
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Bat this is not tbe vont : one mnjit be admitted into 
their familiarit? at least, before they can complain of 
inattention. It implies virita, and soma kind of inter- 
oonrae. Bnt it the hoaband be a man with vhom ;oii 
hare lived on a friendlj' footing before marriage — if j'on 
did Dot come in on the wife's side — if yon did not sneak 
into the honse in her train, but were an old Mend in 
fast habits of intitnaof before their conrtahip was so 
much aa thought on — look abont yon — your tenure is 
preoarioas — before a twelvemonth shall roll over your 
bead, yon shall find yonr old friend gradoally grow cool 
and altered toward yon, and at last seek opportnmties of 
breaking with yon. I have scarce a married friend of 
my acquaintance, npon whose firm faith I can rely, 
whose friendship did not oommenoe after tht pwiod of 
hi* marriage. With some limitations, they can endnre 
that ; but tiiat the good man ahonld have dared to enter 
into a solemn league of friendship in which they were 
not oonanlted, though it happened before they knew 
him — before thay that ore now man and wife evermet — 
this is intolerable to them. Every long friendship, every 
old anthentio intimacy, most be bron^t into their office 
to be Dew stamped with their currency, ad a sovereign 
prince calls in the good old money that was coined in 
some reign before he was born or thought of, to be new 
marked and minted with the stamp of his authority, 
before he will let it pass oarreut in the world. You 
■□ay gness what tuck generally befalls such a rusty piece 
of metal as I am in these new mintingt. 

Innimierable are the ways which they take to in- 
sult and worm you out of their husband's confidence. 
Laoghiug at all you say with a kind of wonder, as if yon 
were a queer kind of fellow that said good things, hut 
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an odditj/, Is one of tlw wa^g — they have a particnlar 
kind of stare for the purpose — till at lait the hosband, 
who used to defer to jonr jadgmeut, and would pass 
over some ezoreaoenoes of understanding and manner 
for the soke of a general vein of obseiTation (not qnite 
mlger) which he perceived in jon, begins to suspect 
whether yon are not altogether a hnmoriHt — a fellow 
well enough to have consorted with in his haohelor dajs, 
bnt not qaite so proper to be introdooed to ladies. This 
may be called the staring vay ; and is that which baa 
ofteneBt been put in practice against me. 

Then there is the exaggeratiDg way, or the way of 
irony ; that is, where tliey find yon an object of especial 
regard with their hosband, who is not so easily to be 
sbslien from the lasting attachment founded on esteem 
which he has conceived toward yon, by never^naliSed 
exaggerations to 017 ap all that yon say or do, till the 
good man, who nnderatands well enoogh that it is all 
done in compliment to him, grows weary of the debt of 
gratitnde which ia doe to eomaoh candor, and by relax- 
ing a little on his part, and taking down a peg or two 
in hia enthusiasm, sinks at length to the kindly level of 
moderate esteem — that "deoent affection and compla- 
cent kindness" toward yon, where she herself can join 
in sympathy with him without mnch stretch and vio- 
lence to her Binoerity. 

Another way (for the ways they have to accomplish 
80 deurable a purpose are infinite) is, with a kind of 
innocent simplicity, contlnaally to mifitake what it was 
which first made their hosband food of you. If an es- 
teem for something excellent in your moral character 
was that which riveted the chain which she is to break 
upon any imaginary discovery of a want of poignancy 
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in jont cottvereatioD, she will crj, " Itiionght, mj dear, 

yon described yonr friend, Mr. , aa a great witi " 

If, on the other hand, it was for some Boppoaed charm 
in yonr converaation that he first grew to like yoo, and 
was content for this to overlook Home trifling irrepdar- 
itJea in yonr moral deportment, npon the first notice of 
any of these she as readily exolums, " This, my dear, ia 

yonr gooi Mr. 1 " One good lady whom I took 

the liberty of expostulating with for not showing me 
quite so much respect as I thoaght dne to her husband's 
old friend, had the candor to oonfees to me that she had 

often heard Ur. speak of me before marriage, and 

that she bad concaved a great desire to be acquainted 
with me, bnt that the sight of me had very much disap- 
pointed her expectations j for from her husband's repre- 
sentatioas of me, she had formed a notion that ^e was 
to see a fine, tall, offioer-like-looking man (I nse her 
very words), the very reTorse of whioh proved to be the 
tmth. This wa* oandid ; and I had the olrility not to 
ask her in return, how she oame to [utoh upon a stand- 
ard of personal accomplishmeats for her husband's 
friends whioh difi'ered so mnoh from his own; for ray 
friend's dimensions as near as possible approximate to 
mine ; he standing five feet fire in his shoes, in which I 
have the advantage of him by about half an inch ; and 
he no more than myself exhibiting any Indications of a 
martial character in Us ^ or countenance. 

These are some of the mortifications which I have 
encountered in the absurd attempt to vitrit at their 
houses. To enumerate them all wonld be a vain endeav- 
or ; 1 shall therefore jnst glance at the very common 
impropriety of whioh married ladies are guilty^ of 
treating us as if we were their husbands, and tiee •oena. 

11 
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I mean, when Owj nse m with familiarity, and their 
husbuids with ceremony. Ttttaeea, for instance, kept 
me the other night two or three hoon beyond my 
naaal time of anpping, while she was frettjng be- 

canse Mr. did not come home till the oysters 

were all Bp<^ed, rather than she would he guilty of the 
impoliteness of tonohing one in his abeence. This was 
reyersing the point of good manners ; for ceremony is 
an inrention to take ofi the uneasy feeling which we de- 
rive from knowing ouTBelTea to be less the olgect of love 
and esteem with a feliow-creatnre th&n.aome other per- 
son is. It endeavors to make op, by saperior attentions 
in little pcnnts, for that invidioos preference which it b 
forced to deny in the greater. Had Tettaeea kept the 
oysters back for me, and withstood her Lnsband's im- 
portonitiea to go to sapper, she wonld have acted sccord- 
ing to the strict roles of propriety. I know no cere- 
mony th&t ladies are bonnd to obserre to their hosbands, 
beyond the point of a modest behavior and deoonun ; 
therefore I mnst protest agidnst the vicarions (^attony 
of Ceratia, who at her own table sent away a dish of 
Morellas, which I was applying to with great good-will, 
to her hueband at the other end of the table, and recom- 
mended a plate of less extraordinary gooseberries to my 
nnwedded palate in their stead. UTeither can I excnae 
the wanton affi-ont of — 

Bnt I am weary of strin^g up all my married ao- 
qaaintance by Soman denominations. Let tbem amend 
and change their manners, or I promise to record the 
foil-length English of their names, to the terror of all 
ench desperate offenders in f atnre. 
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The oasnal right of ao old play-bill, which I picked 
np the other day— I know not by what ohanoe it was 
preserved so long— tempts me to call to mind a few of 
the players who make the principal figare in it. It 
presents the cast of parts in the Twelfth Night, at ^le 
old Drary Lane Theatre two-and-fhirty years ago. There 
la somethii^ very touching in these old remembrances. 
They make ns think how we 07u« used to read a play- 
bill — not, as now, peradrentnre, singling out a favorite 
performer, and casting a negligent eye over the rest ; 
bnt spelling ont every name, down to the very mutes 
and servants of the scene — when it was a matter of no 
email moment to ns whether 'Whitfield or Packer took 
the part of Fabian ; when Benson, and Burton, and 
Phillimore^names of Bmall account — had an importance 
beyond what we can be content to attribute now to the 
time's beat actors, "Orsino, by Mr, Barrymore." — 
What a foil Shakespearean sound it carries 1 how fresh 
to memory arise the image and the manner of the gentle 

Those who have only seen Mrs, Jordan within the 
last ten or fiil^en years can have no adequate notion of 
her performances of such parts as Ophelia ; Helena, in 
All's Well that Ends Well ; and Viola in this play. Her 
voice had latterly acquired a coarseness which suited 
well enongh with her Nells and Hoydens, but in those 
days it sank, with her steady, melting eye, into the 
heart. Her joyous parts — in whioh her memory now 
chiefly lives — in her youth were outdone by her plaintive 
ones. There is no giving an acooant how she delivered 
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the diagtiised storr of her lore for Ordno. It wu uo 
set apeeoh, that she had foreseen, bo aa to weave it into 
an harmonions period, line ueoeBsarily following line, to 
make op the mnsio— yet I have heard it bo spoken, or 
rather read, not without its grace and beauty — but, 
when she had declared her dster'i historj to be a 
" blank," and that ihe " never told her love," there waa 
a pause, ae if tiie storj bad ended — and tben tbe image 
of the "worm in the bnd" oame up as a new angges- 
tion — and the heightened image of " Palience " atill fol- 
lowed after that, as by Bome growing (and not ineohani- 
cal) process, thoagbt apringing np after thought, I wonld 
almost say, as they were watered by her tears. 80 in 
those fine lines — 

" Write loyal cantos of contemaid love — 
Hollow yoiir name to the reverberate hilla " — 

there waa no preparation made in tbe foregoing image 
for that witicfa was to follow. She used no rhetorio in 
her paaaion ; or it waa Nature's own rhetoric, most 
legitimate tben, when it seemed altogether without role 
or law. Mrs. Powel (now Mrs, Henard), tben in the 
pride of her beanty, made an admirable Olivia. She 
waa particolarly excellent in her tmbending scenes in 
conversation with tbe clown. I have seen some Olivias 
— and those very sensible actresses too — who in these 
interlocutions have seemed to set tbeir wits at tbe jester, 
and to vie conceits with htm in downright emnlatjon. 
But she used him for her sport, like what he was, to tri- 
fle a leisnre sentence or two with, and then to be dis- 
missed, and she to be the great lady stall. She tonohed 
the imperious, fantastic hnmor of tbe obaractei with 
nicety. Ber fine, spaciona person fflled the soene. 
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The part of Ualvolio has, in 1117 jndgment, b«en bo 
often miannderstood, uid tbe general meriU of the actor 
who th«a played it so nadnlr appreciated, that I shall 
hope for pardon if I am a little prolix apon these points. 

Of all the actors who flourished in my time — a mel- 
ancholy phrase if taken aright, reader — Bensley had 
moit of the awell of aoal, was greatest ia the delivery of 
heroic conceptions, the emotions conseqaent npon the 
presentDaent of a great idea to the fancy. He had the 
tma poetical enthusiasm — the rarest fkcnlty among play- 
ers. None that I remember possessed even a portion of 
that fine madness which he threw out in Hotspur's fa- 
mooH rant about glory, or the transports of the Venetian 
incendiary at the vision of the fired oity. His voice 
had the dissonance, and at times the inspiriting effect, 
of the trompet. Hie gait was nnoonth and stiff, but 
no way embarrassed by affectation ; and the thor- 
ough-bred gentl^nan was uppermost in every move- 
ment. He seized the moment of passion with greatest 
tmtb ; like a faithM clock, never atrikiog before the 
time ; never anticipating or leading yon to anticipate. 
He was totally destitute of trick and artifice. He 
seemed come upon the stage to do tbe poet's message 
simply, and he did it with as genuine fidelity aa the nun- 
oioa is Homer deliver the errands of the gods. He let 
the passion or the sentiment do its own work without 
prop or bolstering. He wonld have scorned to moonte- 
bank it; and betrayed none of that cUverau* which is 
the hane of seriona acting. For this reason, his lago 
was the only endurable one which I remember to have 
seen. No spectator from his action could divine more 
of his artifioe than Othello was supposed to do. Hia 
confessions in soliloquy alone put you in posseeuon of 
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the mjttierj. There were no bj-intiniatiims to utake 
the andienoe tanoj their ovn digcenunent so much 
greater thao that'of the Moor — who oommoolj ataoda 
like a great belpleaa mark set up for mine ancient, and a 
quantity of harren spectators, to shoot their bolts at 
The lago of BenslcT' did not go to work so grossly. 
There was a trinmphaDt tone about the charaoter, nat- 
ural to a general conBoioumeas of power ; bnt none of 
that petty vanity which chuckles and cannot contain it- 
self upon any little ancceesfal stroke of its knavery^as 
is common with your small villdns and green probation- 
ers in mischief. It did not olap or crow before its time. 
It was not a man setting bb wits at a child, and wink- 
ing all the while at other children who are migbtJIy 
pleased at being let into the secret ; bnt a consummate 
villain entrapping anoble nature intotoila, against which 
no discernment was available, where the manner was as 
£)thomles8 as the purpose seemed dark, and without mo- 
tire. The part of Malvolio, in the Twelfth Night, waa 
performed by Benaley, with a richness and a dignity, 
of which (to judge from some recent castings of that 
charaoter) the very tradition mast be worn out from the 
stage. No manager in those days would have dreamed 
of giving it to Mr, Baddeley, or Mr, Parsons: when 
Bensley was occasionally absent from the theatre, John 
Eemble thought it no derogation to sacoeed to the parL 
Malvolio is not esBentdally ludicrous. He becomes comic 
bat by accident. He is cold, austere, repelling ; bnt dig- 
nified, contdstent, and, for what appears, rather of an 
overstretched morality. Maria describes him as a sort of 
Puritan ; and he might have worn his gold ch^n with 
honor in one of our old Ronnd-Heod families, in the ser- 
vice of a Lambert or a Lady Fairfax. Bnt his morality 
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and hia manners bto misplaced in IIlTTia. He 10 op- 
poaed to the proper Imitiei of the piece, and falls in the 
ooeqiial oonqneBt. Still hia pride, or 'his gravity (call it 
which yoQ will), b inherent, and native to the man, not 
mook or affected, which latter only are the fit objects to 
excite UnghtBT. His quality is at the beat anlovely, but 
neither buffoon nor contemptible. His bearing ia lofty, 
a little above hia station, but probably not mnoh above 
his deserta. We aee no reason why he aboald not have 
been brave, honorable, accomplished. His careless com- 
mittal of the ring to the ground (which he was oom- 
missioned to restore to Oesario), bespeaks a generosity of 
birth and feeling. His dialect on all oocaaiona ia that of 
a gentleman, and a man of edooation. We must not 
confonnd him with the eternal old, low steward of com- 
edy. He ia master of the household to a great prin- 
cess; a dignity probably conferred upon him for other 
respects than age or length of service. Olivia, at the 
first indication of his supposed madness, declares that 
she " would not have him miscarry for half of her dow- 
ry." Boes this look as if the character was meant to 
appear little or insignifloaiit ! Once, indeed, she ao- 
oDseshim to bis face— of what) — of being "ai(^ of self- 
love " — but with a gwtleness and oonaideratenesa which 
ooold not have been, if she had not thonght that this 
partionlar infirmity shaded some virtues. Hia rebnke to 
the knight and hia aotliah revelers is sensible and apir- 
ited; and when we take into consideration the anpro- 
tected condition of his mistress, and the strict regard 
with which her etate of real or dissembled mourning 
would draw the eyes of the world upon her boose-af- 
fairs, MalvoUo might feel the honor of the family in aome 
sort in his keeping ; as it appears not that Olivia had 
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an; more brothera, or kiiMuan, to look to it— for Sir 
Toby had dropped otl Booh nice reipeots at the bnttotj- 
hsAcb. That Malrolio was meant to be represented as 
poaaeaaing estimable qnalities, theexpreaeionof the duke, 
In his anxiety to liave him reconciled, almoat infera: 
" Pnraae him, and entreat him to a peace." Evan in hia 
abneed state of chtJiM and darkneaa, a sort of greatneaa 
seema Dever to desert him. He argaea highlj and well 
with the anppoaed Sir Topaa, and pbiloeophizea gallantly 
upon hia atraw.* There most have been some shadow 
of worth aboat the man ; he mnit have been aomething 
more than a mere vapor— a thing of atraw, or Jack in 
office — before Fabian and Uaiia could have ventured 
sending him npon a oonrting-errand to Oliria. There 
was some oonsonanoy (aa lie wonld aay) in the nnder- 
takiog, or the jest would have been too bold even for 
that honse of mismle. 

Bensley, aocordinf^, threw over the part ao air of 
Spamsh loftinesa. He looked, spake, and moved, like an 
old Oastilian. He waa atarch, epraoe, opinionated, but 
his snperstraotnre of pride seemed botb^aed open a 
aenae of worth. There was something in it beyond the 
oozcomb. It was big and swelling, bat yon oonld not be 
anre that it waa hollow. Yon might wish to see it taken 
down, bat you felt that it waa apon an elevation. He 
was magnificent from the ontset ; bat when the decent 

* Chmt. What U the oplidoD of FytltsgaTssixnieeniiiig wild 

fowl! 

Jtal. Tbat the aoul of our gnndam might haply inhabit a 
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Bobriedea of the oharaoter b^an to ^ve way, and the 
poison of self-love, in his oonoeit of the ooimteas'e affec- 
tion, gradnallf to work, jou would have thonght that 
the hero of La Manoha in person stood before 70D. 
How he went einiling to himself! with what ineffable 
oarelessneas would he twirl his gold chain 1 what a 
dream it was I jou were infected with the iUusion, and 
did not wish thatit Bhootdbe remoTodl joa had no room 
for laughter I if an nnaeotonable reflection of moralitf 
ohtraded itself, it was a deep aanse of the pitiable in- 
firmitT' of man's natnre, that can \a,j him open to saoh 
ironzieB — but in tnith 70a rather admired than pitied 
the lanaof whOa it lasted — yon felt that an honr of 
snoh mistake was worth an age with the ejea open. 
Who would not wish to live hot for a day in the con- 
oeit of sDch a lady's love as Oliviat Why, the Dnke 
would hare given his prinoipalitf bat for a quarter of a 
minnte, sleeping or waking, to have been bo deluded. 
The man seemed to tread npon tit, to taste manna, to 
walk with his head in the clouds, to mate Hyperion. 
Ob I shake not the caaties of his pride — endure yet for a 
season, bright moments of oonfidenoe — "stand still, ye 
watches of the element," that Malvolio may he still in 
fancy fair Olivia's lord I — but fate and retribution say no 
— I hear the misohievona titter of Marift— the witty tannts 
of Bir Toby — the still more insupportable triumph of the 
foolish knight — the counterfeit Sir Topas is unmasked — 
and " thns the whirligig of time," as the true clown hath 
it, " brings in his revenges." I confess that I never saw 
the catastrophe of this character, while Bensley played 
it, withont a kind of tr^o interest. There was good 
foolery too. Few now remember Dodd. What an Ague- 
cheek the stage loBt in hlml Lovegrove, who came 
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nearest to the old actors, rerivod the oharaoter some few 
BeBaonsago, and made itsnfficientljgrotesqae; bntDodd 
vu it, as it came out of NatiiTe'i bondB. It might be 
said toremtto in jnirU nataraliAu*. ^expressing alow- 
ness of apprehension, tliis actor aurpassed all others. 
Yoo oonld see the first dawn of an idea stealing slowlf 
over his ooontenance, climbing ap hy little and little, 
with a painfol process, till it cleared up at last to the 
fidlnesa of a twilight oonceptioa — its highest meridian. 
He seemed to keep back fais intellect, 4S some have had 
the power to retard their pulsation. The balloon takes 
lets time in filliag, than it took to cover the expansion 
of his broad, moonj face orer all its quarters with ex- 
pression. A glimmer of onderstondlng would appear in 
a corner of his eye, and for lack of fuel go oat again. A 
part of his forehead would catch a little intelligence, and 
be a long time in oommunioatii^ it to the remainder. 

I am ill at dates, but I think it is now better than 
five-and-twent; years ago, that walking in the gardens 
of Gray's Inn — they were then ftr finer than thej are 
now — the accursed Vemlam Buildings bad not en- 
croached upon all the east side of them, cutting out deli- 
cate green crankles, and shouldering away one of two of 
the stately alooves of the terrace— the BuiriTOr stands 
gaping and relatioalees as if it remembered its brother — 
they are still the best gardens of any of the Inns of Oourt, 
my beloved Temple not forgotten— have the gravest 
character, their aspect being altogether reverend and 
law-breathing — Bacon has left the impress of his foot 
upon their gravel-walks — taking my afternoon solace 
on a summer day upon the afoi^said terrace, a comely, 
sad personage came toward me, whom, from his grave 
air and dqwrtment, I jndged to be one of the old Bench- 
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era of the Lm. He hod a serions, thonghtM forehead, 
and eeemed to he in meditations of mortaIit7. As I 
have an inatinctire awe of old Bencbers, I was pasaiog 
him with that sort of sahindibative token of respect 
which one is apt to demoostrate toward a veaerable 
stranger, and which rather deootes an inclination to 
greet him, than an; positive motion of the body to that 
effect — a species of humility and will-worship which I 
observe, nine times ont of ten, rather puzzles than pleases 
the person it is offered to — when the face taming foil 
tipon me, straDgel; identified itself with that of Dodd. 
Upon close Inspection I was not mistaken. Bnt conld 
tbis sad, thougbtfol countenance be the same vacant face 
of follj which I had hailed bo otten nnder circnmstances 
of gajetj; which I had never seen without a smile, or 
recognized but as the nsher of mirth ; that looked out SO 
formally fiat in Foppington, so frothily pert in Tattle, so 
impotently bnsy in Backbite ; so blankly divested of all 
meaning, or resolutely expressive of none, in Acres, in 
Fribble, and a thousand agreeable impertinences t Was 
this tbe faoe^iill of thought and carefulness — that had 
BO often divested itself at will of every trace of either to 
give me diversion, to clear my cloudy face for two or 
three hours at least of its furrows 9 Was this the face — 
manly, sober, intelligent— which I had so often despised, 
made mocks at, made merry with! The remembrance 
of the freedoms which I had taken with it came apon me 
with a reproach of insult, I oonld have asked it pardon. 
I thought it looked upon me with a sense of ii^ury. 
There is something strange as well as sad in seeing actors 
— your pleasant fellowH partionlarly— subjected to and 
saffering the common lot ; their fortunes, their oasnal- 
ties, their deaths, seem to belong to the scene, tbeir ao- 
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tioDB to be wnenable to poetic jnaliao 011I7. We oan 
har^j conneot them with more awfnl responaibilitjes. 
The death of this fine actor to<^ place Hhortif after this 
mdeting. He had quitted the stage some months ; and, 
as I learned afterward, had been in the Labit of reBortiag 
dail; to these gardens almost to tlie da; of hia decease. 
In these serioaB walks probably he was divesting himself 
of man;r scenic and some real vanitieB— weaning himself 
from the frivoltties of tbe lesser and the greater theatre 
— doing gentle penance for a life of no very reprehen- 
sible fooleries — taking off bj degrees tbe buffoon mask, 
which he might feel he had worn too long— and rehears- 
ing for a more solemn cast of part. Dying, he " put on 
the weeds of Dominic." * 

If few can remember Dodd, mtaij yet living will not 
eadly forget the pleasant creature who in those days 
enacted the part of the Olown to Dodd'i Sir Andrew. — 
Richard, or rather Dicky Snett — for so in bis lifetime he 
delighted to be called, and time hath ratified the appel- 
lation^lies bnried on the north tide of the cemetery of 
Iloly Paul, to whose servioe his nonage and tender years 
were dedicated. There are who do yet remember him 
at that period— hispipeolearandbarmoniouB. Hewoald 

" Dodd WM a man of reading, and left at his death a choioa 
collection of old English literature. I shonld judge him to bave 
been a man of wit. I knowoneiaBtaiioaof uiimpramptn wbich 
no length of stndy oould have bettered. My many Mend, Jem 
White, had aeen him one evening in Agoeoheek, and tMOgnizing 
Dodd the next day in Fleet Street, waa IrreuBtJbly impelled to 
take offhiB hat and Balate bim as the identical Knight of the pre- 
ceding evening with a " Save you, Sir AHdrea," Dodd, not at 
all disconcerted at this nnuBual addresB from a stisnger, with a 
courteous half-reboklng Wave of the hand, put him off with an 
"Away, Iboi." 

Ca.l:;:iMCiOOtjl>J 
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often apeak of his ohoriater days, when he was " cherub 
Dicky." 

What clipped his wings, or made it expedient that he 
Bhocld change the holy for the profane state; whether 
he had lost bis good Toioe (his best recommendation to 
thatoffioe) like Sir John, with "hallooing and singing of 
anthems ;" or whether he was a^jndged to lack some- 
thing, eren in those early years, of the gravity india- 
peneable to an oocnpadon which profeaaeth to "com- 
merce with the akiea " — I ooold never rightly learn ; hot 
we find him, after the probation of a twelvemonth or so, 
reverting to a secular condition, and become one of na. 

I think he was not altogether of that timber ont of 
which oathedral-aesta and sounding-boards are hewed. 
Bat if a glad heart — kind, and therefore glad — he any 
part of sanotity, then might the robe of Uotley, with 
which he invested himself with ao much bomility after 
faia deprivation, and which he wore ao long with so 
mnoh hlameleas aatisfootion to himself and to the public, 
be accepted for a surpUoe — hia white stole and aHe. 

The first frnita of his aecnlarization waa an engage-, 
ment npon like boards of Old Dmry, at which theatre 
he commenced, as I have been told, with adopting the 
manner of Parsons in old men's characters. At the pe- 
riod in which most of na knew him, he waa no more an 
imitator tbui he waa in any tme sense himself imi- 
table. 

He was the Robin Goodfellow of the stage. He came 
in to tronble all things with a welcome perplexity, him- 
self no whit troubled for the matter. He was known, 
like Puck, by hia note— Bit/ Ha! Ha! — aometimes 
deepening taBoI Ho! Mo I with an irresistible acces- 
sion, derived, perhaps, remotely fhnn his eoolesiaeticaJ 
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ednoBtion, foreign to Mb prototype of — La ! Thoa- 
Banda of hearts yet reepoiid to the chDckling La! of 
Diokj Snett, brought back to their remetnbranoo bj the 
faithfal tranBoript of his frieod Uathews'e mimicrj'. 
The "force of nature eonld no fiu-Eher go." He drolled 
upon the Btock of these two BjlUblea richer than the 
onckoo. 

Oare, that troDbles all the irorid, was forgotten in 
hia compodlion. Had he had but two grains (nay, half 
a gr^) of it, be could never hare supported himself 
upon those two Bpider'a strings, which serred him (in 
the latter part of his nnmized existenoe) as legs. A 
doubt or a Bcmple most hare made him totter, a sigh 
have puffed him down ; the weight of a frown had atag- 
gered him, a wrinkle made him lose hia balance. But 
on he went, scrambling apon those batj stilts of his, 
with Robin Goodfellow, "tborongh brake, thorongh 
brier," reckless of a scratched face or a torn doublet. 

Shakespeare foresaw him when be framed bis fools 
and Jesters. Theyhave all the true Soett stamp, a loose 
and ahamUiDg gut, a alippery tongue, this last the readj 
midwife t« a withont-pain-deliTered jest; in worlds light 
as air, venting truths deep as the centre ; with idlest 
rhymes tagging conceit when busiest, nnging with Lear 
in the tempest, or Sir Toby at the bnttery-hatoh. 

Jack BonniEter and be had the fortune to be more of 
personal favorites with tbe town than any actors before 
or after. The difference, I take it, was thiB : Jack was 
more beloted for his sweet, good-natnred, moral prc- 
tensioDS. Dicky was more liked for his sweet, good- 
natured, no pretensions at all. Yoor whole conscience 
stirred with Bannister's performance of Walter in The 
Children in the Wood ; bat Bickj seemed like a thing, 
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B9 Shakespeare b^b of Love, too young to know what 
oonscioDM iB. He pnt ns into Veata's days. Svil fled . 
before him— not fls from Jack, as from an antagonist, 
bat because it oonld not tonch bim, aaj more than a 
oannon-bell aflj. He was delivered from the burden 
of that death ; and, when death came himself, not in 
metaphor, to fetch Dick^, it is recorded of him by 
Robert Palmer, who kindly watched his exit, that lie 
received the last stroke, neither varying his accnstomod 
tranqaillity, nor tone, with the simple excIamatioQ, 
worthy to have been recorded in his epitaph — La! 
Lai Bebbg/ 

The elder Palmer (of stage-treading celebrity) com- 
monly played Sir Toby in those days; but there is a 
solidity of wit in the jests of that half-Falstaff which he 
did not qnite flU ont. Ho was as mnoh too ahowy as 
Moody (who sometimes took the part) was dry and sot- 
tish. In sock or buskin there was an air of swagsering 
gentility about Jaok Palmer. He was a gtmiUnum with 
a slight Infnnon of th»/ootnum. His brother Bab (of 
reoenter memory), who was his shadow in eTerytbing 
while be lived, and dwindled into less than a shadow 
afterward — was a gentleman with a little stronger infti- 
sion of the latter iagredimt; tiiat was all. It is amanng 
how a little of the more or less makes a difference in 
these things. When yon saw Bobby in the Dnke's Ser- 
vant,* yon said, "What a pity such a pretty fellow was 
only « servant 1 " When yon saw Jack figuring in Cap- 
tain Absolute, you thought you could trace bia promo- 
tion to %om9 lady of quality who fancied the handsome 
fellow in his top-knot, and had bought him a commission. 
Therefore Jack in Dick Amlet was insuperable. 

■Hi^ Life Below St^TS. 
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Jack had two yoioes, both pUndble, bfpocritiaal, 
and insinnatiiig ; bat hia secondary or supplementBl 
roice still more decisiTely biitrionic tban bis oommon 
one. It waa reacrred for ibe spectator ; and tbe dramo' 
titpentma were anppoaed to know nothliig at all about 
it. Tbe IU$ of Young Wilding and tbe $entimtnU in 
Joaepb SarGaco were thus marked out in a sort of italics 
to tbe andienoe. This secret correspondence witb tbe 
company before tbeoartain (wbicb is tbe bane and death 
of tragedy) has an extremely happy effect in aoroe kinds 
of comedy, in tbe more highly artificial comedy of Oon- 
greve or of Sheridan espeoially, where tbe absolute sense 
of reality (so indispensable to acenes of interest) is not 
required, or wonld rather interfere to diminish your 
pleasure. Tbe &ot is, yon do not believe in such char- 
acters as Snrfaoe— tbe villain of artifioial oomedy — even 
wbQe yon read or see them. If yon did, they wonld 
shock and not divert yon. When Ben, in Love (or 
Love, returns from aea, the following esqaisite dialogue 
occurs, at bis first meeting with bis father : 

Sir Sampton. Thou hast been many a weary leagoe, Ben, 
rince I saw thee. 

Ben. Ey, cy, been I Been far enough, an' that be alL Well, 
father, and bow do all at home t bow does brother Dick, and 
brother Tal ? 

AV Bampton. Didc 1 body o' me, Dick has been dead these 
two years. I writ you word when you were at Leghorn. 

Bm. Uees, tlia.t's true; Many, I bad forgot Dick's dead, 
SB you say — well, and bow f — I have a many questions to ask 



Here is an instance of insensibility which in real life 
wonld be revolting, or rather in real life could not have 
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ooexiated with the warm-heBrted temperament of the 
charooter. Bat when j<m read it in the spirit with 
which Bnch plajfnl geleotioQs aad speciona oombinationa 
rather than Btrict m4t<^kra»e» of nature should be taken, 
or when 7011 saw Banniiter play it, it neither did, nor 
does, vonnd the moral eeoBe at all. For what ig Ben — 
the pleasant asilor which Bannister gives as~~bnt a piece 
of satire — a creation of Congreve's fanoj — a dreamy 
combination of all the accidents of a sailor's character — 
his contempt of money — his crednlity to women — with 
that necessary estrangement from home which it ia just 
within the verge of credibility to suppose might produce 
such an halluoination as ia here described ? We never 
think the worse of Ben for it, or feel it oa a stain upon 
his character. But when an actor comes, and instead of 
the delightful phantom— the creature dear to half-belief 
— which Bannister exhibited — displays before our eyes 
a downright concretion of a Wappiug sailor — a Jolly, 
warm-hearted Jack Tar — and nothing else — when la- 
at«ad of investing it with a deliciona confasedneas of the 
head, and a veering andirected goodness of purpose — he 
gives to it a downright daylight understanding, and a full 
consdousneaa of ita aoliona ; ttunating forward the aensi- 
bilities of the character with a pretenae as if it stood 
upon nothing else, and was to be judged hy them alone 
— we feel the disoord of the thing; the scene is dia- 
tnrbed ; a real man has got in among the drmmati* per- 
umix, and puta them out. We want the aailor turned 
oat. We feel that his trae place is not behind the our- 
t^ but in the first or second gallery. 
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ON THE AETIFICIAL COMEDY OF THE LAST 
CENTURY. 

The utifidal Comedy, or Comedy of mannen, is 
quite exttuct on our stage. OonKreve and Farqahnr 
diow their heads once in sQTen years only, to he ex- 
ploded and pat down instantly. The times cannot bear 
them. Is it for a few wild speeches, an occasional li- 
cense of dialogael I think not altogether. The bosi- 
nesB of their dramatio characters will not stand the 
moral test. We screw everything np to that. Idle gal- 
lantry in a fiction, a dream, the passing pageant of an . 
evening, startles ns in the same way as the ijanmng in- 
dications of profligacy in a son or ward in real life shonld 
startle the parent or gnardian. We have no snob middle 
emotions as dramatio interests left. We see a stage 
libertine playing his loose pranks of two honra' dura- 
tion, and of no afler-oonseqneuoe, with the eerere eyes 
which inspect real vioea with their bearings npon two 
worlds. We are spectators to a plot or intrigne (not 
rednclble in life to the point of strict moralityX and take 
it all for troth. We sobetitnte a real for a dramatio per- 
son, and jndge him accordingly. We try him in dot 
coarta, from which there is no ^pe^ to the dramatU 
penona, hig peers. We have been spoUed with — not 
sentimental comedy— bat a tyrant farmore pemiciona to 
onr pleasures which has succeeded to it, the ezolnsiTe 
and aU-devooring drama of common life; where the 
moral point is everything; where, instead of the ficti- 
tions half-believed personages of the stage (the phantoms 
of old comedy), we recognize ourselves, our brothers. 
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aunts, klnafolk, allies, patrons, enemies — the same as in 
life — with an interest in what is going on so hearty and 
sabstantia], that we cannot afford our moral judgment, 
in its deepest and most vital results, to compromise or 
elomber for a moment. What is there transacting, by no 
modification is made to affect ns in any other manner 
tlian the same events or characters wonid do in oar 
relationships of life. We carry our fireside oonoerne to 
the theatre with ns. We do not go thither, like onr an- 
cestors, to escape from the pressure of reality, bo mnch 
as to confirm onr experience of it; to make assnranee 
donhle, and take a bond of fate. We mnst live oar toil- 
BOme lives twice over, as it was the monrnM privilege of 
. Ulysses to descend twice to the shades. All that neotral 
ground of character, which stood between vice and vir- 
tne ; or which in fact was indifferent to ndtber, where 
neither properly was called in qnestJon; that happy 
breathing-plaoe trom the burden of a perpetual moral 
qnestioDing — the sanctnary and quiet Altatia of hunted 
oasniatry — is broken up and disfranchised, as injutions to 
the interests of society. The privileges of the place are 
taken away by law. We dare not daUy with images, or 
names, of wrong. We bark like foolish dogs at shadows. 
We dread infection from the Hcenie repreientalioQ of dis- 
order, and fear a punted pnstule. In our anxiety that 
our morality should not take cold, we wrap it up in a 
great blutket sortoat of precaatjon against the breeze 
and snnshlne. 

I confess for myself that (with no great delinqnencies 
to answer for) I am gkd for a season to take an airing 
beyond the diocese of the strict conscience— not to live 
always in the precincts of the law-courts — but now and 
theo, for a dream-whiie or so, to imagine a world with 
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no meddling restrictions — to get into 
the hnnter cannot follow me: 

— " Secret «hades 
Of iroody Idk'e Inmost grove, 
Wbile ;et thete nu no fear of Jove." 

I aom« bftok to my oage and my restraint the fresher and 
more healthy for it. I wear my ebackles more content- 
edly for having respired the breath of an imaginary free- 
dom. I do not know how it is with others, but I feel 
the tretter always for the perosal of ono of Congreve'a — 
nay, why should I not add even of Wycherley's come- 
dies. I am the gayer at least for it; and I oonld never 
connect those sports of a witty fancy In any shape with 
any resnlt to be drawn from them to imitation in real 
life. They are a world of themsetyes almost as mnch as 
fairy-land. Take one their oharaoters, male or female 
(with few exceptions they are alike), and place it in a 
modern play, and my virtnoos indignation shall rise 
agunst the profligate wretch as warmly as the Oatos of 
the pit oonld desire ; beoaoBe in a modem play I am to 
Judge of the right and the wrong. The standard of 
police is the measure of poUUeal jugtioe. The atmos* 
pbere will blight it; it oannot live here. It has got into 
a moral world, where it has no baainess, from which it 
most needs faU headlong, as dizzy and incapable of mak- 
ing a stand as a Swedenbor^an bad spirit that has wan- 
dered nnawarea into the sphere of one of hia Good Ifen 
or Angels. But in its own world do we feel the oreat- 
are is so very bad ! The Fainalls and the Uirabells, the 
Dorimanta and the Lady Touch woods, in their own 
sphere, do not ofEend my moral sense; in fact they do 
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not appeal to it at all. The; seem engaged In their 
proper element. They break through no lawa or con- 
soientioQB reetrainta. They know of none. They have 
got ont of OhriBteodom into the land — what shall I call 
it ? — of cQckoldry — the Utopia of gallantry, where pleas- 
ure ia duty, and the manners perfect freedom. It is 
altogether a speciilatiTe scene of things, which has no 
refereaoe trhaterer to the world tliat ia. No good per- 
son oan be jnstly offended as a speotator, beo&iue no 
good person saffera on the stage. Judged morally, every 
oharaat«r in these plays — the few ezoepdons only are 
mitlabM—M alike essentially vain and worthless. The 
great art of Oosgreve is eapeoially shown in this, that 
he has entirely eiclnded from his scenes— -some little 
generosities in the part of Angelica, perhaps, excepted 
— not only anything like a faultless character, but any 
pretennona to goodness or good feelings whatsoever. 
Whether he did this deagnedly or instinctiTely, the effect 
is as happy as the design (if design) was bold. I used 
to wonder at the strange power which hia Way of the 
World in partioolar possesses of interesting yon all along 
in the porenits of obaraoters for whom yon absolutely 
oare nothlDg— for yon neither hate nor love his person- 
ages — and I think it ia owing to this very indifference 
for any that yon endure the whole. He has spread a 
privation of moral light, I will call it, rather tlian by 
the ngly name of palpable darkness, over his creations ; 
and his shadows flit before yon withont distinction or 
preference. Had be introduced a good character, a sin- 
gle gush of moral feeling, a revulsion of the judgment to 
Bctnal life and actoal duties, tlie Icnportjoent Goshen 
would have only lighted to the discovery of deformities, 
which now are none, because we think them none. 

.Cooylt^ 
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Transbted into real life, the charaoters of bts, and his 
friend Wyoherley's dramas, are profligate! and Btrom- 
pets— the bnrineu of their brief esistenoe the nndivided 
pnraait of lawless gallantry. No other spring at action 
or poa^Me motive of oondnot is recognized; principles 
which, universally acted upon, mnst reduce this frame 
of thingg to a chaos. But we do them wrong in so 
translating them. No such effects are prodooed in their 
world, When we are among them we are among a 
ohaotio people. We are not to jndge them by onr nsages. 
No reverend institntiona are insnlted by their proceed- 
ings, for they have none among them, . No peace of 
families is violated, for no family ties exist among them. 
No parity of the marriage-bed ia stdned, for none ia 
supposed to have a being. No deep affeotiona are dis- 
quieted, no b<Jy wedlock bands are snapped asnnder, for 
aftectioD's deptli and wedded futh are not of the growth 
of that eoii. There Is neither right nor wrong, grati- 
tude or ite Opposite, olrim or duty, paternity or sonship. 
Of what consequence is it to Tirtne, or how is she at 
all concerned about it, whether &a Simon or Dapperwit 
steal away Uiss Uartha, or who is the father of Lord 
Frotli'B or Sir Paul Pliant's children. 

The whole is a paBsiug pageant, where we should ntaa 
unconcerned at the issues, for life or death, as at a battle 
of the frogs and mice. But, like Don Quixote, we take 
part against the puppets, and qnite as impertinently. 
We dare not contemplate an Atlantis, a scheme, out of 
which onr coxcomhical moral sense ia for a little transi- 
tory ease excluded. We have not the oonrage to imagine 
a state of things for which there is ndther reward nor 
punishment. We cling to the painful necesaitiee of 
shame and blame. We would indict onr very dreams. 



ABTIFICrAL OOHEDT OF LAST CENTPHT. 831 

Amid Hm mortifTing circomBtances attendant upon 
growing old, it is eoraethiDg to have seen the School for 
Boanda! in its glory. This comedy grew out of Con- 
greve and Wyoherley, hnt gathered some allays of the 
Bentimental comedy which followed theira. It is im- 
possible that it ahonld be now acted, thoagh it oontinDes, 
at long intervals, to be aimoniiced in the hills. Its liero, 
when Palmer played it, at least, was Joseph Bnrface. 
When I remember the gay boldnev, the gracefal, solemn 
plansibility, the measnred atep, the inrannating voice — to 
express it in a word— the downright acted viMny of the 
pMt, SO different from the preaanre of conscions actual 
wiokedneaa — the hypoorilJoal assompliott of hypoorisy — 
which made Jack ao deservedly a favorite in that char- 
acter, I most needs conolade the present generation of 
playgoers more virtoons than myself, or more dense. I 
freely confess that he divided the palm with me with his 
better brother; that, in fact, I liked him quite as well. 
Not but there are passages — like that, for instance, where 
Joseph is made to refuse a pittance to a poor relation — 
inoongmities which Sheridan was forced apon by the at- 
tempt to join the artificial with the sentimental comedy, 
either of which must destroy the other — but over these 
obstmctions Jack's manner floated him ao lightly that a 
refusal from bim no more shocked yon than the easy 
compliance of Charles gave you in reality any pleasure ; 
you got' over the paltry qneation as qnickly as'you could, 
to get back into the regions of pure comedy, where no 
cold moral reigna. The highly -artificial manner of Pal- 
mer in this idiaraoteT connteracted every disagreeable 
impres^on which yon might have received from the con- 
trast, eupponng' them real, between the two brothers. 
Ton did not beUeve in Joseph with the same fkith with 
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wMoli ;oa believed in Obftrlee. Tbe latter was a pleas- 
ant realitj, the former a no less pleasant poetical foil to 
it. The comedy, I have said, ii hioongmone — a miitnre 
of Congreve with sentimental inoompatibilitiea; thegay- 
etf npon the whole is baojant, bat it required the con- 
rommate art of Palmer to reconcile the discordant ele- 

A placer with Jack's talents, if we bad one now, 
would not dare to do tbe part in the same manner. He 
woold instinotively avoid every tarn which might tend 
to nnrealize, and so to make tbe character fascinating. 
He most take bis oae from bis speetators, who would 
expect a bad man and a good man as rigidlj opposed to 
each other as the death-beds of those geniusea are con- 
trasted in the prints, which I am sorry to say have dis- 
appeared from the windows of my old friend Carrington 
Bowles, of St. Paul's Ohnroh-yard memory — (an eshi- 
bition as venerable as the adjacent cathedral, and almost 
coeval) of tbe bad and good man at tbe boor of death ; 
where the ghastly apprehensions of the former — and 
truly the grim phantom, with his reality of a toastjog- 
fork is not to be despised — so finely contrast with tbe 
meek, complacent kissing of the rod — taking it in like 
honey and butter — with which the latter sebmits to the 
scythe of the gentle bleeder. Time, who wields bis lancet 
with the apprehentdve finger of a popolar young ladies' 
snrgeon. What flesh, like loving grass, would not covet 
to meet half-way the stroke of anch a delicate mower t 
John Palmer was twice an actor in this exquisite part, 
lie was playing to you all the while that he was playing 
upon Sir Peter and his lady. Ton bad the first intima- 
tion of a sentiment before it was on his lips. His altered 
voice was meant to you, and you were to suppose that 
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his fiotitioDB oo-fintterera on the Btage perceived nothliig 
&t bU of it. What was it to 70a if that hall reality, the 
haiband, naa OTerreached b; the puppetry — or the thin 
thing (Lady Teazle'i reputation) waa peraaaded it was 
dying of a plethory t The fortanea of Othello and Daa- 
domoaa were not oonoamed in it. Poor Jaok haa passed 
from the stage in good time, that he did aot lire to this 
onr age of leriooBness. The pleasant old Teazle JHtt^, 
too, IB gone in good time. His manner wonld scarce 
have passed oorrent in onr daj*. We most lore or hate — 
acquit or condemn — censure or pity — exert onr detest- 
able coxcombry of moral judgment upon everything. 
Joseph Bnrfaoe, to go down now, must be a downri^t 
revolting villain — no compromise — his first appeorance 
must shook and give horror — his speoioas plausibilities, 
which the pleasurable faculties of our &thers welcomed 
with Booh hearty greetings, knowing that no harm (dra- 
matda hann even) could come or was meant to oome, of 
them, must inspire a cold and killing aversion. Charles 
(the real canting person of the soene — for the hypocrisy 
of Joseph has its ulterior le^timate ends, bat his broth- 
er's professions of a good heart c^tre in downright self- 
satisfaction) must be loved, and Joseph haUd. To balance 
one disagreeable reality with another. Sir Peter Teazle 
most be no longer the comic idea of a fretful old bache- 
lor bridegroom, whose teosings (whUe £iDg acted it) 
were evidently as much played off at yon, as they were 
meant to concern anybody on the stage — he must be & 
real person, capable in law of sustaining an iqjnry — a 
person toward whom duties are to be acknowledged — 
the genuine erim. eon. antAgonist of the villainous se- 
ducer Joseph. To realize bim more, bia safferings under 
bis unfortunate match must have the downright pan- 



234 THE ESSAYS OF ELIA. 

genoT' of life — most (or shoald) make yon not mittb- 
fol bat uncomfortable, just as the aame predicament 
would more yon in a neighbor or old Mend. The d«- 
lioiona aoenes which give the pla; its name and zest, 
must affect yon in the same aarions manner as if yon 
heard the reputation of a dear female friend attacked in 
yoDT real presence. Orabtree and Sir Beqjamin — those 
poor snakes that live bat ia tbe Runehine of your mirth — 
mQBt be ripened hy this hot-bed proceu of realization 
into aspa or amphisbsenas ; and Mrs. Oondor — 1 fHght- 
foll — become a hooded serpent. Oh I who that remem- 
bers Parsons and Dodd— the wasp and hntterfly of the 
School for Soandal— in those two characters ; and charm- 
ing natnral Uiss Pope, the perfect gentlewoman, as di»- 
tingniebed from the fine lady of comedy, in this latter 
part— woald forego the tme scenic delight — the escape 
from life— the oUirion of consequences — the holiday 
barring ont of the pedant Beflection — those Saturnalia 
of two or three brief hoars, well won from the world — 
to sit instead at one of our modem plays — to have his 
coward conscience (that, forsooth, most sot be left for 
a raoment) Btimulated with perpetaaJ appeals — dolled 
rather, and blonted, as a &cnlty without repose must 
be — and his moral vanity pampered with images of no- 
tional justice, notional beneficence, lives saved without 
the spectator's riak, and fortones ^ven away that coat 
the antbor nothing ! 

No piece was, perhaps, ever so completely cast in alt 
its parts as this managei'* eoTnedy. Ulss Farren bad 
succeeded to Mrs. Ablngton in Lady Teaale; and Smith, 
the ori^al Oharles, had retired when I first saw it. 
The rest of the characters, with very slight esoeptioas, 
rem^ed. I remember It was then the fashion to cry 
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down John Kemble, who took the psrt of Oharlet after 
Smith; bnt, I thoaght, very unjustly. Smith, I fanoy, 
was more airy, and took the eye with a certain g^ety of 
person. He brought with him no sombre reooHeetiona 
of tragedy. He bad not to expiate the fault of having 
pleased beforehand lu lofty declamation. He had no 
sins of Hamlet or of Biohard to atone for. His failure in 
these parts was a passport to Bocoeas in one of so oppo- 
site a tendency. Bnt, as far aa I could judge, the weighty 
sense of Kemble made up for more personal incapacity 
than he had to answer for. His harshest tones in this 
part came steeped and dulcified in good-hnmor. He 
made bia defects a grace. Hia exact declamatory man- 
ner, aa ho managed it, only served to convey the pointa 
of hia dialogue with more preoision. It seemed to head 
the ahafts to carry them deeper. Not one of his spar- 
kling sentences was lost. I remember minutely how he 
delivered each in snooesdon, and cannot by any effort 
ima^e how any of them could be altered for the better. 
No man conld deliver brilliant dialogoe — the dialogue of 
Oongreve or of Wyoherley — beoanaa none understood 
it — half so well as John Eemble. Hia Valentine, in Love 
for Love, was, to my recollection, fanltless. He flagged 
sometimes in the intervalB of tragic pasuon. He would 
slDmber over the level parts of en heroic character. Hia 
Macbeth has been known to nod. Bnt he always seemed 
to me to be parttcnlarly alive to pointed and witty dia^ 
logne. The relaxing levitiea of tragedy have not been 
touched by any since him — the playflil, oonrt-bred spirit 
in which he condescended to the players in Hunlet — the 
sportive relief which be threw into the darker shades of 
Richard — diaaiq>eared with him. He bad Ua ala^sh 
moods, his torpors— bnt they were the hidtlDg-stonea 
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aod reatiiig-plftce of his traged)'— politio saviogs, and 
fetches of the breatii — tinsbandry ol the InngB, where 
Nature pointed him to be as economist — rather, I thiuk, 
than errors of the jadgment. Thej were, at worst, less 
painfol than the eternal, tormenting, nnappeasable vio- 
lence— the " lidless dragon-ejes " of present fashionable 
traged;. 



ON THE AOTnJG OF MDNDEN, 

Not many nights ago, I had oome home from seeing 
this estraordinar; performer in Oooldetop ; and when I 
retired to m; pillow, his whimsical image still stack by 
rae, In a manner as to threaten sleep. In VMn I tried to 
divest mjself of it, by oopjnring np the most opposite 
associatione. I resolved to be serioiiB. I raised np the 
gravest topics of life; private misery, pablio oalamity. 
All wonld not do: 

— " Tbcre the antic aate 
Mocidng our state " — 
his queer vianomy — his bewildering costume — all the 
Btrange things which he had raked together — bis serpen- 
tine rod, Hwagging abont in his pocket — Cleopatra's tear, 
end the rest of his relics— O'Eeefe's wild taece, and Am 
wilder commentary— till the pasaion of Isnghter, lik« 
grief in excess, relieved itaelf by its own weight, invit- 
ing the eleep which, in the first instance, it bad driven 
away. 

Bat I was not to escape so easily. No sooner did I 
fall into slumbers, tbaa the same image, only more per- 
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plexing, assailed me in the ehape of dreams. Hot one 
Manden, bni five hundred, were dancing before me, like 
the fsoes which, whether yon will or no, oome when jon 
hare been taking opinm — all the strange combinations, 
which this strangest of all strange mortals ever shot bis 
proper oonntenance into, from the day be came commis- 
sioned to dry np the tears of the town for the loss of the 
now almost forgotten Edwin. O for the power of the 
pencil to have fixed them when I awokel A season or 
two since, there was exhibited a Hogarth gallery. I do 
not see why there should not be a Uonden gallery. In 
richness and variety, the latter would not fall far short 
of the former. 

There is one face of Farley, one face of Knight, one 
(bnt what aoneitiBl)of Liston; bnt Mnndea has none 
that yon can properly pin down, and call Mi. When yon 
think he has ezhaaated his battery of looks, in nnao- 
oonntable warfare with yonr gravity, suddenly he sprontB 
out an entirely new set of featorea, like Hydra. He is 
not one, bnt legion ; not so mnoh a comedian as a com- 
pany. If his name conld be mnltiplied like his connte- 
nanoe, it might fill a play-bill. He, and he alone, liter- 
ally maht* facet; applied to any other person, the phrase 
is a mere fignre, denoting certtun modifications of the 
hnman conntenance. Oat of some invisible wardrobe 
he dips for faces, as his friend Snett naed for wigs, and 
fetches them ont as easily. I shonld not be snrprised to 
see him some day put ont the head of a river-horse ; or 
oome forth a pewitt, or lapwing, some feathered meta- 
morphosis. 

I have seen this ^fted actor in Sir Christopher Cnrry 
— in old Dorntoa — diffuge a glow of sentiment which has 
made the poise of a crowded theatre beat like that of one 
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man ; when he has oome in aid of the pulpit, doing good 
to the moral heart of a people, I have seen aome faint 
approaohea to this sort of excellence in other plarera. 
Bnt ID the grand groteaqne of faroe, Munden Btands ont 
B9 Edngle and nnaccompanied aa Hogarth. Hc^arth, 
atrange to tell, hod no followers. The eohool of Munden 
began, and umat end, with bltoaelf. 

Can an; man teander like himt can any man tee 
(A<M<j like him? or Jight with hit own thadovi — "aEeai." 
— as he doea in that strangelj-neglooted thing, the Goh- 
bler of Preston — where his alternations from the Cobbler 
to the Magniflco, and from the Uagnifico to the Gobbler, 
keep the brain of the spectator in as wild a ferment 
as if some Arabian Night were being acted before him. 
Who, like him, can throw, or ever attempted to throw, a 
pretemataral interest over the commonest daily-life ob- 
jects? A table, or a joint-stool, in his conception, rises 
into a dignity equivalent to Cassiopeia's ohair. It is in- 
vested with constellatory importance. Ton could not 
apeak of it with mora deferenoe, if it were monnted into 
the firmament. A beggar in the bands of Michael Auge- 
lo, says Fnseli, rose the Patriarch of Poverty. So the 
gasto of Mnnden antiqnatea and ennobles what it toachoB. 
Hia pots and his ladles are aa grand and primal as the 
aeething-pots and hooks seen in old prophetic yi^on. A 
tub of bnttar, contemplated by him, amonnta to a Pla- 
tonio idea. He nnderatands a leg of mutton in its quid- 
dity. He' stands wondering, amid the commonplace ma- 
teriala of life, like primeval man with the son and atan 
aboDt bim. 
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(OUun in tTipaTatiBt.y 
The ob|ect of tbeSB prlinen la to coDTey furormBtlOn in audi > 
mlmier aa to make It belli iul^lglbla and Intereatlng to very loaag 
poplla, and m> to diadpUae thetr mlDdi aa to iDcHne Ifaflm [o more 
■TaCemBtlc after-stadle*. Tber aie not odTt ta nld to Uie pnpU, tmt 
to the teacher, llghtenlDg the taak of esch br an aereeable. see;, and 
natnrat mellioa of InnmctlOD. In the Science 8erl» Bome idrnpls 
expcrlmenta hare boon devlaed, leadlcR np to the ehler trnths or aach 
•denea. Br thli meani the pnplra tnteroet la excited, and the memar; 
la Impreeaed ao ae to retain without dlfflcnl^ the beta bronght nndar 
obierratiOD. The woodcnta which lUnatnte tliete primers serie t)ia 
aims pnrpoae, cmbelllBhliijt and'explainlng tbe text at the same lima. 
D. APPLETON &• CO., 549 ft m Bnaifwa^, Ktw Vnri. 
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